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"  Mrs.  Croker  inherits  the  gifts  of  Thackeray  in  larger  measure  than  any  other 
living  writer.  The  merciless  insight,  the  unfailing  humour,  the  exposure  of 

'  society '  shams  are  all  eminently  Thackerayan,  with  exact  character-drawing, 
vivacious  and  smart  dialogue,  buoyant  and  sprightly  style.  'The  Real  Laily 
Hilda'  is  as  delightful  and  refreshing  a  tale  as  the  most  surfeited  novel-reader 
could  desire."— Echo. 
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"  A  short  story  of  much  merit.  It  is  a  society  story,  and  though  not  in 

any  sense  a  satire,  it  is  a  keen  exposure  of  some  phases  of  life.  The  story  has 

humour,  pathos,  and  a  delightful  affair  of  the  heart  to  commend  it.  The  heroine 
herself  is  the  narrator,  and  her  story  is  capitally  told." — Scotsman. 

'"The  Real  Lady  Hilda '  deserves  the  praise  due  to  work  which  pleases  by  its 
own  excellence.  Her  small-talk  is  charming,  her  character  sketches  are  both 

bright  and  racy,  and,  in  fact,  few  books  of  the  kind  lately  published  are  capable 
of  making  an  idle  hour  pass  more  pleasantly." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"  Mrs.  Croker's  books  have  all  been  full  of  delightful  things,  and  '  The  Real 
Lady  Hilda '  is  as  pleasant  as  any  of  them.  It  is  distinguished  by  a  graceful,  easy 
style,  by  sprightlineBS,  gentle  satire,  and  gentle  wit.  So  long  as  Mrs.  Croker 

can  produce  such  good  work  as  this,  she  deserves  a  large  circle  of  readers ;  and  if 
they  are  not  cheered  and  inspirited  by  her  buoyancy,  the  fault  lies  with  them." — 
Manchester  Guardian. 

"A  good  story  well  told.  .  'The  Real  Lady  Hilda'  is  an  exceptionally 
good  story,  and  deserves  to  be  read  entire." — Literary  World. 

"Gwendoline  Hayes  is  a  delightful  heroine,  courageous,  capable,  and  charm- 
ing; her  generous  but  feckless  step-mother  is  a  capital  study  of  Irish  irrespon- 
sibility; and  in  Miss  Skuce  a  finished  portrait  is  given  of  female  inquisitiveness 
and  importunity.  Even  a  jaded  reviewer  finds  '  The  Real  Lady  Hilda '  all 

too  short." — Athen-seh. 

"  Mrs.  Croker  has  called  this  story  a  sketch ;  but,  like  many  other  sketches,  it 
contains  more  artistic  merit  than  many  a  finished  picture." — Daily  Chronicle. 

"  Emma  Hayes  lives  in  the  future  of  the  6uperb  Hilda,  and  is  to  the  end 
attractive,  because  Bhe  is  essentially  womanly.  The  author  depicts  her  with  so 
natural  a  touch  that  even  her  weaknesses  are  forgotten  in  the  sympathy  excited 
by  her  sad  fate." — Morning  Post. 

"  Mrs.  Croker  is  always  a  lively  writer  ;  and  although  her  latest  work  is  in  a 
different  vein  from  previous  ones,  it  is  no  less  interesting.  There  are  passages  of 
natural  humour  and  of  pathos  here  to  hold  the  reader's  attention." — Academy. 

"  Mrs.  Croker's  half-Bad,  half-bright  novelette,  which  she  describes  as  a 
'  sketch,'  for  no  reason  that  appears,  as  it  Is  a  complete  and  well-rounded  story 
is  a  clever  illustration  of  an  old  saw  by  a  modern  instance.  .  Mrs.  Croker  puts 
a  few  figures  visibly  before  us  in  this  little  comedy  of  experience,  and  makes  them 
all  interesting  and  amusing." — World. 
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THE   REAL   LADY   HILDA. 

CHAPTER  I. 

WAITING  FOR   THE   LAMP. 

"  Too  early  for  the  lamp,  I  suppose,  and  yet 
too  dark  to  read  a  line."  And  my  step- 
mother closed  her  novel,  with  an  impatient 
snap,  as  she  added,  "  This  is  the  worst  of 
these  horrid,  poky  lodgings  ;  one  never  can 
have  anything  at  the  time  one  wants  it. 
What  a  dismal  little  den  it  is,  Gwen ! 
What  possessed  us  to  come  here  ?  " 

I  could  have  answered  the  question 
promptly  and  briefly  in  the  single  word 
"Poverty;"  but,  as  it  was  a  term  my 
relative  specially  detested,  I  merely 
shrugged  my  shoulders,  and  continued  to 
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gaze  into  the  miserable  apology  for  a 
garden  which  ran  between  our  quarters 
and  the  high  street  of  Stonebrook,  an  in- 
significant market  town  in  Sussex. 

Certainly  there  was  not  much  to  see, 
amid  the  creeping  shadows  of  a  November 
afternoon.  A  dripping  hen,  wading  care- 
fully across  the  road ;  a  coal-cart,  the 
driver  enveloped  in  empty  sacks ;  and  the 
undertaker's  retriever — black  and  curly,  as 
an  undertaker's  dog  should  be — sitting  in 
his  master's  doorway,  and  yawning  most 
infectiously-  If  we  had  lived  opposite  to 
the  post-office,  the  lending  library,  or  even 
the  hotel,  we  should  have  enjoyed  a  livelier 
outlook,  but  "  Mound  &  Son — Funeral 
Establishment — Coffins,  Hearses,  and  every 
Bequisite,"  to  quote  from  the  inscription 
over  the  door,  in  rigid  white  characters  on 
a  mourning  ground,  afforded  but  a  gloomy 
and  dispiriting  prospect.  It  was  too  dark 
to  descry  more  than  the  outline  of  an 
ornamental  sign,  on  which  was  depicted  an 
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elegant  open  glass  vehicle,  drawn  by  four 
prancing  black  horses,  with  nodding  plumes 
and  streaming  tails  —  triumphant-looking 
steeds,  who  seemed  to  say,  "  Man  treats 
most  of  us  barbarously  all  our  lives,  then 
kills  us,  and  makes  money  of  our  very  skin 
and  bones  ;  it  affords  us  sincere  pleasure  to 
carry  him  to  the  grave,  and  '  see  the  last  of 
him.'  " 

The  interior  of  our  sitting-room  corre- 
sponded with  its  dreary  view — a  lodging- 
house  apartment  pur  et  simple,  with  narrow 
windows,  hideous  wall-paper,  the  inevitable 
round  table,  cheap  chiffonier,  and  bulgy 
green  rep  sofa,  to  complete  the  picture. 
The  fire  was  low,  and  unquestionably  in  a 
bad  temper,  emitting  every  now  and  then 
slow  and  sullen  puffs  of  yellow  smoke.  It 
was  raining  hard  outside,  and  at  regular 
intervals  an  intrusive  drop  came  spluttering 
down  the  chimney. 

"  Dear  me,  what  a  sigh !  "  exclaimed  my 
stepmother.       "  Mariana    in    the    Moated 
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Grange  could  scarcely  surpass  it !  Cheer 
up,  Gwen;  a  girl  of  nineteen  has  no 
business  to  be  melancholy — though  I  grant 
that  you  have  some  provocation.  Never 
meet  troubles  half-way,  that  is  my  motto. 
I  have  an  idea  that  our  luck_will  turn  soon  : 
I  saw  two  magpies  to-day  " 

I  burst  into  a  short,  involuntary  laugh. 

"  Oh  yes,  you  may  laugh,  my  old-head- 
on-young-shoulders,  but  I  mean  to  have  a 
regular  good  talk  with  the  cards  by-and-by ; 
in  the  meanwhile,  we  will  ring  for  the  lamp 
and  tea.  Mrs.  Gabb  will  say  it  is  too  early, 
but  I  intend  to  brave  her  for  once.  Britons 
never  shall  be  slaves  !  " 

And  she  gave  the  bell  a  peal  far  more 
befitting  the  summons  of  a  wealthy  woman 
than  of  a  reduced  widow  lady,  who  was 
going  to  dine  on  poached  eggs,  and  was  two 
weeks  in  arrears  with  her  rent. 

There  was  only  a  difference  of  twelve 
years  between  us,  and  Emma,  as  my  step- 
mother wished  me  to  call  her,  was  a  pretty 
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little  Irishwoman,  with  black  hair,  dark 
blue  eyes  (wonderful  eyes  and  lashes),  and 
a  radiant  smile.  No  more  generous,  hos- 
pitable, or  impulsive  creature  ever  breathed. 
She  was,  moreover,  a  determined  optimist, 
who  looked  steadily  at  the  bright  side  of 
things,  and  enjoyed  extraordinarily  high 
spirits,  and  the  comic  (or  sunny)  view  of 
life.  Generally,  she  was  to  be  seen  on  what 
is  called  "the  top  of  the  wave,"  though, 
occasionally,  there  came  a  terrible  reaction, 
and  she  sank,  overwhelmed,  into  the  black 
abysmal  depths  which  are  the  birthright 
of  those  who  are  endowed  with  a  nervous, 
highly  strung,  mercurial  temperament. 

Two  years  previous  to  this  dreary  Novem- 
ber day,  my  father  had  died  in  India,  and 
six  months  later,  Emma,  having  returned 
home,  had  summoned  me  from  school  to 
join  her  in  London. 

I  had  previously  been  given  to  understand 
that  we  were  now  very  poor — my  lessons 
had    been    curtailed,    my    mourning   was 
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inexpensive ;  I  was  therefore  astonished  to 
find  my  stepmother  established  in  most 
luxurious  lodgings  in  Sloane  Street,  for 
which  she  paid — it  being  the  season — 
twelve  guineas  a  week.  These  rooms  were 
crammed  with  quantities  of  the  choicest 
blooms,  cut  and  in  pots,  for  Emma  was 
passionately  fond  of  flowers — she  declared 
that  she  could  not  exist  without  them. 
Her  weeds  were  as  gloomy  and  superb  as  it 
was  possible  for  weeds  to  be,  and  in  no 
quarter  was  there  the  smallest  hint  of  that 
detestable  visitor  who,  when  it  comes  in  at 
the  door,  sends  another  inmate  flying  out 
through  the  window 

A  smart  coupe,  from  the  Coupe  Company, 
called  every  afternoon,  and  took  us  out 
shopping  and  into  the  park  ;  Emma's  ideas 
were  apparently  as  magnificent  as  of  yore. 
I  was  fitted  out  by  "  Ninette,"  her  own 
milliner,  in  a  black  cr§pon  and  silk,  and  a 
large  French  picture-hat,  with  black  ostrich 
feathers  —  expense    absolutely    no    object. 
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It  was  not  for  me,  a  girl  of  eighteen,  to 
make  inquiries  respecting  our  finances. 
I  took  for  granted  that  the  phrase  "  left 
badly  off"  meant  at  least  a  thousand  a 
year.  Emma  had  imparted  to  me  that 
her  auction  had  brought  in  a  large  sum, 
and  that  she  expected  the  old  Jam-Jam — 
meaning  the  Eajah  of  Jam- Jam-More — "  to 
do  something  handsome  for  both  of  us." 

Meanwhile  we  remained  in  Sloane  Street, 
were  extravagant  in  flowers,  books,  and 
cowpfe,  and  hospitable  Emma  haled  in 
every  passing  acquaintance  to  lunch,  tea, 
or  dinner.  She  had  no  plans,  beyond  a 
desire  to  remain  in  London  and  "  look 
about  her ; "  which  looking  about  her  sig- 
nified the  constant  expectation  of  coming 
across  the  familiar  faces  of  Eastern  friends. 
Miserable  mofussilifce !  poor  deluded  Emma ! 
She  had  a  foolish  idea  that  the  metropolis 
resembled  a  great  Indian  station,  and  that 
she  could  scarcely  cross  the  road  without 
meeting  some  one  she  knew. 
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Her  special  friends  were  not  in  England. 
At  the  moment  they  had  either  just  gone 
back,  or  were  not  coming  home  till  next 
year.  I  noticed — not  once,  but  repeatedly 
— that  when  we  encountered  her  mere 
acquaintances,  and  they  asked  where  we 
were  living,  an  expression  of  significant 
astonishment  was  visible  in  their  faces 
the  moment  our  address  was  mentioned. 
I  also  noted  an  increased  cordiality  of 
manner,  and  an  alacrity  in  assuring  Emma 
that  they  would  be  delighted  to  come  and 
see  her.  I  do  not  say  this  of  all,  but  of 
some. 

And  then  one  morning  the  crash  came. 
I  met  our  landlady  on  the  stairs,  looking 
excessively  fierce  and  red  in  the  face,  and 
I  subsequently  discovered  Emma  encom- 
passed with  letters,  bills,  and  books,  and 
dissolved  in  floods  of  tears. 

"  She   has  just  given  me  notice  !  "  she 
cried,  alluding  to  our  landlady;  "and  in 
deed,  G-wen,  after  I  pay  her  for  the  week, 
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how  much  money  do  you  think  I  have 
left?"  She  burst  into  a  wild,  hysterical 
laugh,  and  pushed  across  the  table  towards 
me  a  silver  sixpence  and  two  coppers. 

"  What — what  is  this  ?  "  I  stammered. 

"  It's  eightpence.  Can't  you  see?  And 
it's  all  we  have  in  the  world  !  " 

I  remember  that  I  turned  it  over 
mechanically,  and  giggled.  I  knew  nothing 
of  money  matters.  I  had  never  had  the 
spending  of  a  sovereign  in  my  life. 

I  was  aware  that  Emma  was  extravagant, 
that  she  never  could  resist  what  she  called 
r'a  bargain,"  never  could  keep  money 
in  her  pocket.  It  was  quite  one  of  her 
favourite  jokes  to  exclaim,  "  Bang  goes 
another  five-pound  note  !  " 

I  had  participated  in  this  jest  with 
smiling  equanimity,  and  the  supreme  con- 
fidence of  youth  :  I  believed  that  my  step- 
mother, and  only  relative,  had  an  ample 
supply  of  money  somewhere.  But — eight- 
pence  ! 
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I  stared  at  the  two  coppers  and  the  little 
bit  of  silver  in  dismayed  silence. 

"  Take  off  your  hat,  G-wen,"  continued 
Emma,  impetuously,  "  and  listen  to  me. 
I'm  not  fit  to  be  trusted  with  money — 
never  was ;  I  can't  keep  it.  '  Sufficient 
unto  the  day,'  has  always  been  my  motto. 
You,  I  can  see,  are  prudent ;  you  are  good 
at  figures,  old  beyond  your  years.  I  sup- 
pose you  take  after  your  mother's  people, 
for  your  father  was  nearly  as — as — ex- 
travagant and  heedless  as  myself.  Now 
I'm  going  to  lay  my  affairs  before  you — 
place  everything  in  your  hands,  and  let 
you  manage  all  our  money." 

"  Eightpence  !  "  I  repeated,  half  under 
my  breath. 

"  You  know,  we  never  saved  a  penny.  I 
had  a  few  hundreds  of  pounds  from  our 
auction,  and  I've  spent  that.  A  short  life, 
and — a — a  merry  one  !  "  looking  at  me 
with  her  pretty  sapphire  -  coloured  eyes 
drowned  in  tears.     "  We  have  had  a  good 
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time,  have  we  not?  And  I  was  certain 
that  the  dear  old  Jam- Jam,  who  was  so  fond 
of  your  father — and,  indeed,  with  every 
reason — would  give  us  a  handsome  pension. 
But  I  have  had  a  horrible  letter  by  the 
mail  just  in.  The  Jam- Jam,  who  has  been 
ailing  for  months — the  new  doctor  did  not 
understand  his  constitution — is  dead.  I 
am  truly  sorry."     A  fresh  burst  of  tears. 

"Was  all  this  grief  for  the  Jam?"  I 
asked  myself,  and  stood  confounded. 

"  My  dear,  we  are  paupers,"  she  sobbed. 
"  Mr.  Watkins,  the  agent,  says  that  the  new 
rajah,  the  nephew,  a  detestable  creature, 
who  I  know  never  could  endure  me,  will 
only  give  a  hundred  and  thirty  pounds  a 
year,  and  that  has  been  wrung  from  him 
with  the  greatest  difficulty.  And  then,  as  if 
this  letter  was  not  enough,  here  is  one  from 
the  bank,  to  say  my  account  is  overdrawn, 
and  I  thought  I  had  three  hundred  pounds 
there  still !  I  never,  I  knew,  kept  a  proper 
account.     Just  drew  cheques,  and  never  or 
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seldom  filled  up  the  tiresome  counterfoils, 
and  now  there  is  their  hideous  bank-book, 
all  so  neatly  made  up  :  '  Self,  ten  pounds ; 
Self,  forty  pounds  ;  Self,  twenty  pounds.'  I 
can't  think  what  has  become  of  it !  I'm 
not  used  to  keeping  money,  you  see.  I 
never  bothered  about  putting  down  my 
expenses.  Mrs.  Keene  brought  me  up 
these  horrid  letters,  and  came  in  too  to 
ask  about  dinner,  and  I  told  her  it  was 
really  shameful  to  charge  two  and  sixpence 
for  a  cauliflower,  and  that  we  really  could  not 
afford  to  pay  her  prices,  and  she  was  quite 
insolent.     When  I  have  paid  her,  we  shall 

have  just — this — this — eightpence " 

And  she  dashed  it  over  nearer  to  me, 
and,  leaning  her  head  on  her  arms,  went 
off  in  hysterics. 


(     '3     ) 
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It  would  bo  a.  now  experience  for  jug  to  take 
i,ho  li':ul,  to  bo  manager,  financier,  adviser. 
W'lioii  I  had  restored  Emilia,  after  somo  til T- 
lieulfy,  ami  loft  her  comparatively  composed 
and  armed  with  sails  and  fan — I  ran  up 
to  my  own  room,  loeked  the  door,  and  sat 
down  to  think.  Something  must  bo  done 
immediately  ,  wo  ought  to  leave  our  ex- 
travagantly expensive  lodgings  without 
men  a  week's  delay.  If  Mrs.  lveeno  would 
but  let  us  off,  it  would  savo  twelve  guineas, 
and  then  wo  should  have  twelve  pounds 
twelve  shillings,  to  add  to  that  ghastly 
oightpencc.  Mrs.  Kocno  was  always  very 
pleasant     io     me:     I    would    muster     up 
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courage,  and  go  and  speak  to  her,  and  tell 
her  that  we  had  received  unexpected  news, 
and  were  obliged  to  retrench.  I  must 
honestly  confess  that  my  heart  beat  fear- 
fully fast  as  I  knocked  at  the  door  of  her 
sanctum,  and  heard  her  shrill  "  come  in." 

The  interview  passed  off  much  better 
than  I  anticipated — although  the  cauliflower 
still  rankled  in  her  mind.  She,  fortunately 
for  us,  had  just  heard  of  what  she  termed 
"  a  good  let  " — old  customers,  who  wished 
to  come  in  immediatel}T,  and  she  agreed  to 
our  prompt  departure  without  demur,  say- 
ing with  immense  condescension,  "  These 
sort  of  apartments  are  not  suitable  for  any 
but  wealthy  folk,  as  can  pay  well,  and  is 
above  fighting  over  vegetables  !  " 

She,  however,  gave  me  some  useful  hints 
as  to  where  to  look  for  cheaper  and  humbler 
quarters.  I  hurried  round  to  Madamo 
Ninette,  and  countermanded  my  new  dress, 
and,  after  a  hasty  lunch,  Emma  and  I  set 
out  in  quest  of  apartments  in  keeping  with 
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our  means.  We  searched  on  foot  the  whole 
of  that  warm  June  afternoon,  and  at  last 
discovered  two  neat,  cheap  little  rooms 
over  a  dairy  in  a  street  in  Chelsea.  We 
took  them  on  the  spot,  and  returned  to 
pack  our  belongings.  I  packed  everything  ; 
for  Emma,  between  the  emotions  of  the 
morning  and  the  miles  we  had  trudged  in 
the  sun,  was  completely  exhausted,  and  I 
easily  prevailed  on  her  to  sit  on  the  sofa 
and  rest. 

Beguiled  by  an  amusing  magazino,  and 
a  box  of  Fuller's  sweets — poor  remnants  of 
her  little  luxuries — she  soon  forgot  all  her 
sorrows,  and  to  have  seen  her  reclining 
there,  looking  so  pretty  in  her  cool  black 
tea-gown,  and  dainty  little  beaded  shoes, 
no  one  would  have  believed  she  had  a  care 
in  the  world.  What  a  child  she  was  in 
some  ways !  As  for  myself,  I  was  not  yet 
eighteen,  but  I  had  accepted  such  a  leaden 
load  of  responsibility  that  I  began  to  feel 
an   old  woman.     The   next    morning    our 
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luggage,  books,  plants,  and  umbrellas  were 
packed  in  and  on  a  cab,  and  we  started  off 
for  Carlyle  Buildings,  our  future  residence. 
As  soon  as  we  had  rearranged  our  boxes, 
books,  and  plants,  and  given  our  meagre 
orders — I  was  now  housekeeper  and  purse- 
bearer — Emma  sat  down,  as  she  expressed 
it,  "to  face  the  future  resolutely." 

It  was  a  great  comfort  that  she  owed  no 
money,  otherwise  it  was  anything  but  a 
brilliant  outlook.  All  that  remained  to  her, 
when  everything  had  been  summed  up,  was 
her  wardrobe,  her  jewellery,  a  small  pension, 
and  a  large  circle  of  Indian  friends. 

We  lived  through  the  winter  on  the  pro- 
ceeds of  a  splendid  diamond  bracelet,  and 
the  hopes  of  getting  some  Indian  children. 
Yes,  Emma  entertained  the  not  uncommon 
idea  of  setting  up  a  happy  home  for  the 
children  of  her  acquaintances.  She  was  as 
sanguine  as  possible.  Nothing  ever  damped 
her  good  faith  in  the  future,  and  "a  turn 
of  luck." 
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"I  shall  take  a  charming,  sunny  old 
place  deep  in  the  country,  about  twenty 
miles  from  London ;  keep  a  nice  pony-car- 
riage, cows,  a  donkey,  French  bonnes,  and 
a  governess,  and  charge  two  hundred  a  year. 
I  shall  easily  collect  a  dozen  children — 
twelve  will  be  ample  to  begin  with — and 
there,  you  see,  is  upwards  of  two  thousand 
a  year  at  once !  The  Blairs,  and  Joneses, 
and  Smithsons,  dear  old  friends,  will  be  only 
too  thankful  for  the  chance." 

And,  full  of  enthusiasm,  she  despatched 
many  eager  letters  to  the  parents  among 
her  acquaintance ;  but,  strange  to  relate, 
not  one  of  these  correspondents  availed 
herself  of  her  kind  proposals,  though 
they  wrote  long,  affectionate  epistles,  sug- 
gesting the  offspring  of  other-  people ! 
Perhaps  they  were  afraid  that  pretty  little 
Mrs.  Hayes,  ever  impulsive,  extravagant, 
and  gay,  was  too  lively  and  erratic  to  take 
charge  of  their  delicate  darlings — besides, 
she  was  poor. 
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Oh,  that  was  a  dreary  winter,  when  we 
existed    on    hope    deferred !      Emma    was 
delicate — she   had    a   troublesome  cough ; 
she  required  dainties,  flowers,  books,  amuse- 
ments, variety-    Her  gay  spirits  were  fitful ; 
she  was  not  often  on  the  top  of  the  wave 
now,  but  liable  to  terrible  fits  of  weeping 
and  depression.     She  wept  for  many  things 
I  could  not  obtain  for  her.    For  instance,  for 
India — for  the  sun  (the  sun  in  London  in 
January !),  for   her   old   servants,   her  old 
friends — where  were  they  ?     Those  abroad 
sent  long,   affectionate  letters,   occasional 
newspapers,  and  little  presents;    those  at 
home — well,   at  the    moment    there   were 
none    at    home,    none    whose   attachment 
would  stand  the  strain  of  coming  at  least 
three  miles  to  visit  a  shabby  little  widow, 
in  very  humble  lodgings.     I  grew  up  that 
winter.   I  became  ten  years  older.    I  learnt 
to    market,  to    haggle,    to    housekeep,   to 
concoct  beef-tea  and  puddings,  to  make  a 
little  money  go  a  long  way      I  learnt  the 
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cheap  shops,  the  cheap  little  joints.  I 
used  to  go  out  with  our  thrifty  landlady 
to  the  Marlborough  Eoad  on  Saturday 
nights,  and  bring  home  such  bargains  !  I 
was  thankful  when  the  winter  came  to  an 
end,  the  days  grew  longer  and  lighter,  and 
Emma  recovered  her  health  and  her  spirits. 
We  partook  of  the  season's  delights  in  a 
very  mild  and  inexpensive  form ;  we  went 
per  'bus  to  some  picture-galleries,  to  the 
shilling  places  at  concerts,  and  occupied 
chairs  in  the  Kow.  Emma  liked  to  sit  there 
the  whole  afternoon,  returning  home  by 
what  we  called  "  our  own  green  carriage  " 
in  time  for  our  frugal  tea. 

"  Oh,  what  a  different  life  from  what  I 
have  been  accustomed  to  !  "  she  complained 
to  me  one  day.  "  Watching  from  my  penny 
chair  the  crowds  and  crowds  of  happy  people 
streaming  by,  and  never  seeing  one  familiar 
face !  The  scores  of  visitors  your  father 
and  I  put  up  in  Jam- Jam-More — for  races, 
picnics,   dinners,    shooting-parties,    and    I 
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never  see  one  of  them.  Do  you  think  they 
are  all  out  of  town  ?  or  do  they  catch  sight 
of  me  and  flee  ?  "  and  she  laughed— such 
a  dreary  little  laugh.  "  Of  course,  I  know- 
that  is  nonsense,  but  it  does  seem  so  odd 
that  I  never  come  across  any  of  what 
we  used  to  call  '  the  cold- weather  folks,' 
except  indeed  Captain  Goring,  and  he  gave 
me  the  cold  shoulder — he  barely  raised 
his  hat ;  and  young  Eandford — you  re- 
member I  met  him  in  Piccadilly  ? — he  did 
stop  and  speak  to  me,  and  said  that  he 
must  try  and  come  and  call  on  me,  and 
would  look  over  his  engagements  and  see 
what  afternoon  he  could  spare,  and  I 
never  heard  anything  more  about  him. 
Would  you  believe  it  ?  —  he  spent  three 
weeks  with  us  in  India,  and  welcome,  and 
rode  and  drove  our  horses  as  if  they  were 
his  own,  and  when  he  was  leaving,  he  made 
such  a  fuss  about  his  dearest,  kindest, 
prettiest  Mrs.  Hayes  !  " 

"  That    was    India  ?  "    I    ventured    to 
suggest. 
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"Yes,  India  is  one  place — England 
another.  I  was  a  fool  out  there !  If  I 
had  not  kept  open  house — a  sort  of  pleasant 
hotel,  where  there  was  no  bill — for  all  these 
thankless,  selfish  wretches,  I  should  bo 
driving  in  my  carriage  now,  and  as  for  you, 
dear  old  Gwen " 

"  Oh,  I  shall  do  very  well,"  I  interrupted. 
"  I  wish  you  would  not  worry  yourself 
about  me." 

"We  always  intended  you  to  come  out, 
enjoy  yourself,  and  make  a  nice  match 
perhaps.  And  we  did  not  spend  as  much 
as  we  might  have  done  on  your  education  ; 
we  thought  it  unnecessary,  with  the 
rupee  at  such  ruinous  exchange.  Wo 
never  dreamt  that  you  would  have  to  earn 
your  own  bread — oh,  never — never !  " 

"  Never  mind  mo,  dear !  " 

"  But  I  do  mind— it  is  my  duty  to 
mind !  Who  would  have  thought  that 
your  father  would  not  live  to  be  a  fine 
halo  old  man  of  eighty  ?    He  had  a  splendid 
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constitution.  Sometimes,  when  I  used  to 
be  a  little  scared  at  our  big  bills,  and 
suggested  our  trying  to  retrench,  he  always 
said,  'The  old  Jam-Jam  will  provide  for 
us  ;  he  will  give  me  a  fine  pension.  He 
has  promised  me  twelve  hundred  a  year. 
It  is  only  when  one  feels  young  and  active 
that  one  wants  money-  When  I  begin  to 
feel  anno  domini,  we  will  go  home  and 
live  very  comfortably  at  Bath  or  Chelten- 
ham.' And  here  have  I  come  home  all 
alone,  and  you  and  I  have  to  struggle 
along  on  a  hundred  and  thirty  pounds  a 
year — and — and  my  diamond  ornaments." 

I  recollect  that  the  poignant  contrast 
between  past  and  present  so  utterly  over- 
whelmed poor  Emma,  that  she  could  not 
restrain  her  tears,  and  suddenly  rising 
from  her  seat,  and  signing  to  me  to 
accompany  her,  she  departed  with  unusual 
precipitancy. 


(     *3     ) 


CHAPTER   III. 

A   QUESTION    OF    TASTE. 

It  was  indeed  a  most  lamentable  truth 
that  I  was  not  as  accomplished  as  most 
of  the  girls  of  my  age.  I  could  not  paint 
or  play  the  violin,  I  had  no  knowledge 
of  the  German  language,  I  was  ignorant 
of  the  agile  art  of  skirt-dancing,  and  could 
not  ride  a  horse — much  less  a  bicycle. 
However,  Emma  found  consolation  in  the 
fact  that  I  "  walked  well,  and  carried  myself 
with  grace !  " 

"  This  was  satisfactory,"  I  assured  her 
with  a  laugh,  "as  I  was  never  likely  to 
have  anything  to  carry  me !  As  to  walking, 
I  was  bound  to  be  a  foot-passenger  all  my 
days." 
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I  spoke  French  fluently,  played  the 
piano  and  guitar,  was  an  excellent  needle- 
woman ;  but  these  would  scarcely  justify 
rne  in  seeking  a  place  above  that  of  a  cheap 
governess  or  waiting-maid.  The  struggle 
for  existence  was  now  so  tierce,  the  half- 
million  surplus  women  were  such  keen 
competitors  for  bread,  that  life  was  nothing 
more  nor  less  than  one  long  hardly  con- 
tested battle.  I  had  grasped  this  fact,  young 
as  I  was.  I  was  a  good  accountant  (whilst 
Emma  could  not  do  the  simplest  little 
sum  in  addition) ;  and,  as  purse-bearer,  many 
a  weary  half-hour  I  sat  up  at  night,  work- 
ing out  our  little  budget,  and  striving  to 
make  both  ends  meet. 

Yes,  I  was  ostensibly  the  purse-bearer, 
and,  if  left  a  free  hand,  I  could  manage  to 
balance  our  income ;  but  I  was  not  in- 
dependent. Emma  was  subject  to  wild 
lavish  outbursts  of  her  old  Indian  gene- 
rosity ;  she  would  overwhelm  me  with  un- 
expected gifts — expensive  gifts.      I   never 
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knew  when  one  of  these  awful  surprises 
was  in  store  for  me — and  also  the  accom- 
panying bill. 

I  had  long  refrained  from  admiring  any- 
thing in  the  shop  windows.  Nevertheless, 
I  was  endowed  with  a  white  chiffon  parasol, 
an  opera  cloak,  three  pairs  of  scarlet  silk 
stockings,  an  exquisite  silk  and  lace  petti- 
coat— I  who  so  sadly  wanted  everyday 
gloves  and  boots.  I  wanted  them  subse- 
quently for  a  considerable  period.  Eemon- 
strance  only  brought  tears,  and  at  last  I 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  such  out- 
bursts were  ungovernable  impulses  of 
Emma's  inborn,  long-nurtured  generosity; 
that  the  disease  was  incurable,  and  these 
occasional  attacks  afforded  her  relief  from 
an  ever-pressing,  maddening  desire  to  lavish 
money! 

My  own  mother  had  made  a  runaway 
match  with  my  father,  was  sternly  dis- 
owned by  all  her  relatives,  and  cut  off 
without  even  the  proverbial  shilling.     She 
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died  when  I  was  a  month  old,  and  I  was 
subsequently  sent  to  England.  There  I 
was  received  by  two  maiden  ladies,  "  who 
took  entire  charge  of  children  from  India, 
their  arrangements  being  those  of  a  family, 
and  not  of  a  school  " — vide  the  prospectus. 
With  these  good  people  I  spent  ten  very 
happy — I  may  add,  luxurious — years.  It 
was  an  establishment  solely  suited  to  the 
children  of  the  wealthy,  and  my  father 
discharged  all  expenses  with  liberal  and 
punctual  hand.  He  held  an  excellent  ap- 
pointment at  the  court  of  a  native  prince, 
and  had  married,  eight  years  after  my 
mother's  death,  pretty,  penniless  Miss 
Burke,  who  happened  to  be  on  a  visit  to 
friends  in  his  neighbourhood.  Her  enemies 
declared  that  Miss  Burke  was  an  empty- 
headed,  flighty  little  fool — vain,  delicate, 
and  wildly  extravagant ;  and  that  my  father 
— who  really  required  some  one  to  manage 
his  affairs,  and  curb  his  expensive  tastes — 
would  have  been  far  wiser  had  he  selected 
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instead  one  of  the  excellent  Miss  Prim- 
mers — the  Eeverend  Jeremiah  Primmer's 
well-brought-up  missionary  daughters — and 
that  such  a  match  as  he  contemplated  was 
madness,  so  far  as  improvidence  and  waste 
went — a  mixture  of  oil  and  flame.  Never- 
theless, in  spite  of  these  prophets,  who 
prophesied  evil  things,  my  father  and  his 
vivacious  young  Irish  wife  were  excessively 
happy.  They  were  both  given  to  hospitality, 
were  both  easy-going  and  open-handed ; 
they  liked  India,  Indian  ways,  and  Indian 
friends.  He  only  returned  once  to  England 
to  see  me,  and  she  but  rarely,  to  refurbish 
her  wardrobe — and  pay  me  flying  visits. 
Then  she  loaded  me  with  gifts,  treats,  and 
caresses,  and  was  so  young,  so  pretty,  and 
so  merry,  that  she  embodied  my  idea  of  a 
charming  elder  sister.  I  never,  somehow, 
identified  her  as  my  stepmother — whom  I 
mentally  sketched  as  the  old,  wicked,  long- 
nosed  person  pervading  fairy  tales.  When 
I  was  fourteen,  I  was  sent  to  an  English 
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school  in  Paris,  and  there  I  learnt  to  dance, 
to  sing,  and  accompany  myself  on  the 
guitar  (it  was  such  a  nice  portable  instru- 
ment, suitable  to  India).  It  had  been 
arranged  that  I  was  to  join  my  people 
when  I  was  eighteen,  and  already  my  outfit 
was  under  discussion,  my  escort  for  the 
passage  sought  for,  when  the  news  arrived 
of  my  father's  sudden  death.  He  had  been 
killed  by  a  fall  from  his  horse,  when  out 
pigsticking,  and  Emma  was  returning  home 
alone,  a  widow  in  straitened  circumstances. 
No,  they  had  never  saved  one  single  rupee  ; 
their  two  pairs  of  hands  had  ever  been  open. 
They  entertained  lavishly;  she  dressed  mag- 
nificently; he  kept  several  racehorses,  and 
their  household  expenses  were  enormous. 
For  they  had  caught  some  of  the  infection 
from  their  surroundings,  and  the  reck- 
lessness and  display  of  the  palace  was 
reflected  in  their  home.  All  things  con- 
sidered, Emma  bore  the  change  in  her 
circumstances  with  surprising  equanimity. 
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She  rarely  complained.  She  was  so  easily- 
amused  and  interested,  so  easily  roused  to 
animation ;  but  it  made  me  sad  to  note  her 
wandering  eye,  when  we  were  abroad, 
always  scanning  the  crowd,  in  intent 
search  for  some  familiar  face,  some  one 
she  knew  in  old  days. 

And  then  her  disappointments :  the 
Sugdens,  who  scarcely  deigned  to  bow 
to  her;  the  Woden- Spunners,  who  invited 
us  to  a  crush,  and  left  us  totally  unnoticed 
all  the  evening — and  the  cabs  and  our 
gloves  alone  had  come  to  seventeen  shil- 
lings !  Poor  Emma  explained  to  me,  with 
pitiful  eloquence,  that  the  Woden- Spunners 
had  never  been  intimate  friends.  However, 
Emma  was  soon  to  discover  that  every  one 
was  not  like  the  Wo  den- Spunners. 

One  morning,  we  were  shopping  in  the 
Army  and  Navy  Stores — my  father  had 
always  been  a  subscriber,  and  Emma  clung 
to  "the  Stores"  as  if  they  embodied  a 
faint,   faint  reflection   of   her  more  pros- 
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perous  days.  The  various  departments 
were  crammed  full,  and  I  never  re- 
membered to  have  seen  such  a  long  double 
line  of  carriages  in  waiting,  or  such  an 
assorted  crowd  of  dogs  in  durance  on  the 
steps. 

Our  purchases  were,  needless  to  say, 
moderate,  and  we  carried  them  ourselves. 
They  consisted  on  this  occasion  of  a  packet 
of  candles,  a  packet  of  bloaters,  an  un- 
trimmed  straw  hat,  a  pound  of  fresh  butter, 
and  two  pounds  of  pressed  beef. 

It  was  extremely  warm — a  sultry  July 
day — as  we  toiled  up  to  the  turnery  depart- 
ment. At  the  corner  of  the  stairs,  a  young 
man,  who  was  flying  down  at  break-neck 
speed,  brushed  against  Emma ;  he  paused 
for  a  second  to  lift  his  hat  and  apologize, 
then  exclaimed  in  quite  another  key — a  key 
of  cordial  pleasure. 

"  Why,  it's  Mrs.  Hayes,  I  declare  ! 
Where  did  you  drop  from  ?  I  am  delighted 
to  see  you !  " 
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As  we  were  blocking  up  the  landing,  I 
moved  on,  and  waited  at  the  top  of  the 
stairs,  leaving  Emma  and  her  newly  dis- 
covered old  friend — a  friend  who  was  sin- 
cerely glad  to  meet  her — still  conversing 
with  great  animation.  Yes,  I  could  read  it 
in  his  gestures,  and  the  expression  of  his 
back.  He  was  tall  and  square-shouldered, 
his  long  frock-coat  and  shining  top-hat 
adding  to  his  stature.  So  far  I  had  not 
caught  a  glimpse  of  his  face.  Presently 
they  turned  and  ascended  together,  still 
talking  volubly.  I  believe  that  he  imagined 
Emma  to  be  alone,  until  she  said,  as  she 
put  her  hand  on  my  arm — 

"  This  is  my  step-daughter,  Miss  Hayes." 

He  glanced  at  me  politely,  then  his 
casual  glance  suddenly  changed  into  a 
long  scrutinizing  gaze  of  astonishment — 
no,  not  of  admiration,  merely  unqualified 
amazement. 

He  was  a  good-looking  young  man,  with 
a  somewhat  thin,  aristocratic  face,  brown 
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hair,  brown  eyes,  and  a  light,  reddish-brown 
moustache. 

"I  used  to  know  your  father,  Miss 
Hayes.  My  people  and  I  stayed  with  him 
in  India,  you  know" 

I  did  not  know — how  should  I  ? 

"  He  was  awfully  good  to  me,  and  took 
me  out  shooting  and  elephant-catching." 
Then,  suddenly  turning  to  Emma,  he  said, 
"What  are  you  going  to  do  now?  It  is 
one  o'clock.  Will  you  come  and  have 
lunch  with  me  at  the  club,  or  will  you 
lunch  here  ?  " 

"  Oh,  here,  thank  you,  since  we  are  on 
the  spot ;  and  I  am  told  that  the  curries  are 
celebrated." 

"All  right,  then,  we  will  try  the  curry. 
Allow  me  to  relieve  you  of  your  parcels." 

In  another  second,  and  despite  our  vehe- 
ment expostulations,  this  smart  young  man 
was  actually  carrying  our  beef,  butter,  and 
candles,  and  leading  the  way  to  the  re- 
freshment department.    Five  minutes  later, 
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we  were  seated  at  a  little  table,  and  Emma, 
with  her  gloves  off  and  menu  in  hand,  was, 
by  our  host's  desire,  ordering  our  lunch.  No, 
after  all,  it  was  much  too  hot  for  curry ;  it 
was  a  day  for  mayonnaise  and  aspic  jelly. 
He  seemed  most  anxious  to  please  my  step- 
mother, and  to  make  much  of  her.  Poor 
Emma !  she  was  unused  to  such  attentions ; 
they  brought  a  brilliant  colour  to  her  cheek, 
and  a  sparkle  to  her  eyes.  She  brightened 
up  wonderfully  under  their  influence. 

Warm  as  the  room  was,  I  found  myself 
rather  "  out  in  the  cold."  These  two  had 
so  many  subjects  in  common,  so  many 
topics  which  were  closed  to  me.  They 
talked  of  places  and  people  I  had  never 
seen,  of  the  great  camp  at  Attock,  of  the 
rajah's  big  shoot,  and  finally  of  that  young 
man's  own  relations. 

"  So  you  have  not  seen  my  mother 
since  she  stayed  with  you  at  Jam-Jam- 
More  ?  She  and  my  father  are  abroad  now, 
and  I  am  off  to  South  America  in  three 


34  THE  EEAL  LADY  HILDA. 

days.  I've  been  buying  my  kit  here. 
Done  a  tremendous  morning's  work.  I'm 
combining  business  and  pleasure.  My 
father  has  considerable  investments  out 
there  which  he  wants  me  to  look  after — 
then  I'm  going  to  the  West  Indies." 

"It  seems  to  me  you  are  never  at 
home,"  said  Emma. 

"No  one  ever  is  at  nome  now-  Home 
is  the  last  place  in  which  to  look  for  people 
in  these  days.  A  great  rage  for  rambling 
has  seized  old  and  young.  We  migrate  to 
the  South  of  Europe  for  the  winter,  show 
ourselves  in  town  for  a  few  weeks  in  the 
spring,  and  then  start  off  again.  I  think 
the  old  people  are  far  the  worst — they  set 
the  example.  I  tell  my  mother  she  is  like 
the  wandering  Jew  " 

"  Does  Lady  Hildegarde  never  come  to 
town  ?  " 

"  No,  not  the  last  two  years."  Then, 
looking  over  at  me;  "Did  you  have  a 
good  time  this  season,  Miss  Hayes  ?  " 
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"  A  good  time !  "  repeated  Emma. 
"  Why,  the  poor  child  has  never  been  any- 
where.    You  forget " 

"  Yes — yes,  of  course ;  you  could  not 
take  her.  I  wish  my  mother  had  been  in 
London,"  he  continued  genially.  "  She 
would  have  been  delighted  to  have 
chaperoned  her  to  no  end  of  smart 
functions,  and  presented  Miss  Hayes  at  a 
drawing-room." 

It  was  quite  clear  that  this  young  man 
did  not  realize  the  fatal  change  in  our 
circumstances. 

"  She  has  never  been  anywhere,"  con- 
tinued Emma — "  never  been  to  a  dance,  or 
a  race-meeting " 

"  There  is  Sandown  to-morrow.  I'm  a 
member ;  will  you  come  with  me  ?  I  can 
take  two  ladies.  It  ought  to  be  a  capital 
day  :  Eclipse  Stakes,  you  know-  I'll  meet 
you  at  Waterloo " 

"No,  no,  no,"  interrupted  Emma.  "I 
would  not  go,  and,  of  course,  Gwen " 
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She  hesitated.  No,  certainly,  I  could 
not  accompany  this  nameless  young  man 
alone. 

"Well,  look  here,"  he  said  impetuously. 
"Let  us  do  something  to-morrow.  This  is 
Tuesday,  and  I'm  off  on  Saturday  morning, 
and  shall  not  be  in  England  again  for  ages. 
Have  you  any  engagement  ?  " 

"No — none."  The  very  idea  made  her 
smile. 

"  Then  what  would  you  like  to  do  ? 
Would  you  care  to  go  up  the  river  ?  Start 
from  Paddington  about  ten,  go  to  Maiden- 
head, get  a  good  boat,  and  lunch  in  the 
Cliveden  Woods,  or  up  some  nice  cool 
backwater,  row  down  to  Taplow,  have  tea 
at  the  inn,  come  back  to  town  in  time  to 
dine  and  do  the  theatre.  How  would  that 
be?" 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Somers,  you  take  away  my 
breath !  The  expedition  up  the  river  would 
be  as  much  as  we  can  manage,  and  delight- 
ful, would  it  not,  Gwen  ?  "  appealing  to  me. 
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"  Yes,"  I  assented.  "  Delightful  indeed, 
if  it  won't  be  too  much  for  you  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all,  my  old-head-on-young- 
shoulders.  She  " — to  our  host — "  takes 
such  care  of  me,  and  manages  all  our 
affairs  :  she  might  be  my  mother  !  We  will 
accept  the  river  part  of  the  programme." 

"  Then  that  is  quite  settled.  I  meet 
you  to-morrow  at  ten  o'clock  sharp  at 
Paddington  ?  " 

The  room  was  now  crammed,  and  I 
noticed  that  our  companion  had  a  bowing  or 
nodding  acquaintance  with  many  customers. 

"Your  sister  is  married?"  observed 
Emma.  "  I  saw  it  in  the  papers.  You  are 
not  married,  are  you  ?  " 

"  Perish  the  thought !     I  am " 

"  Oh,  Everard  !  "  cried  a  clear,  high-bred 
voice,  and  a  tall,  fair,  supercilious-looking 
girl  halted  at  our  table.  "Fancy  seeing 
you  here,  lunching  in  the  Army  and  Navy 
Stores  among  your  parcels,"  glancing  at 
our  belongings.     "  How  very  domestic  !  " 
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"  I  have  just  met  an  old  Indian  friend," 
he  explained,  rather  consciously.  "  And 
we  are  having  tiffin  together,  as  you  see." 

"  Oh,  I  see,"  staring  straight  at  me, 
with  a  look  of  arrogant  inquiry,  which 
made  me  colour  warmly  :  well,  yes,  call  it 
blushing.  Why  should  I  blush  ?  I  had 
never  met  this  man  till  half  an  hour  ago, 
and  here  was  this  ultra-smart  young 
woman  in  a  French  bonnet  standing  over 
me,  her  pale  blue  eyes  distinctly  telling  me 
that  I  was  a  designing  adventuress. 

"Mrs.  Hayes,"  he  said,  "this  is  my 
sister,  Lady  Polexfen."  Emma  bowed,  and 
Lady  Polexfen  lowered  her  eyelashes.  "  I 
was  just  speaking  of  you,  Maudie,"  he 
added.  "  Talk  of  an  angel,  you  know.  We 
stayed  with  Mrs.  Hayes  in  India.  It  was 
at  her  house  my  mother  was  so  ill." 

"Indeed!"  indifferently,  now  turning 
her  bracelet  to  consult  her  watch. 

"Mind  you  turn  up  in  good  time  to- 
morrow.    We  are  going  down  to  Sandown 
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on  the  coach.  Dolly  Chalgrove  is  coming." 
She  paused  for  a  second,  as  if  to  allow 
sufficient  time  for  this  impressive  piece  of 
news  to  soak  thoroughly  into  his  mind. 

"  And,  remember,  if  you  keep  us  waiting, 
as  you  often  do,  you  will  discover  that  I 
am  anything  but  an  angel !  " 

"I  won't  keep  you  waiting,"  responded 
her  brother,  serenely,  "  for  the  excellent 
reason  that  I'm  not  going  to  Sandown  ! 
I'm  going  up  the  river  instead." 

"  And  breaking  your  other  engagements?  " 
she  asked  sharply. 

"  I  can't  see  that  at  all.  It  was  left  an 
open  question." 

"  Was  it!1'  she  exclaimed,  in  a  still 
sharper  key.  And  again  she  looked  over 
at  me  with  a  gleam  in  her  eye,  and  I 
could  see  that,  cool  as  she  tried  to  appear, 
she  was  furiously  angry ;  indeed,  her  voice 
trembled  a  little  as  she  added,  "  Well,  of 
course,  it  is  merely  a  question  of  taste  !  " 

And  this  was  her  last  word — her  parting 
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shot.  With  an  overwhelmingly  haughty 
bow — to  be  distributed  amongst  us — Lady 
Polexfen  swept  away,  and  joined  two  gentle- 
men and  a  lady,  who  had  been  interested 
spectators  of  the  recent  slight  passage  at 
arms.  Speaking  for  myself,  I  felt  decidedly 
uncomfortable,  and  it  was  some  seconds 
before  I  ventured  to  look  at  our  host. 
Yes,  undoubtedly  he  had  reddened  a  little 
(whether  with  anger  or  shame  I  could  not 
guess),  and  was  carefully  filliug  Emma's 
wine-glass. 

"  How  very  pretty  your  sister  is  !  "  she 
ventured  with  great  magnanimity,  en- 
deavouring to  take  the  rough  edge  off 
our  thoughts.  "  I  never  saw  a  more 
delicate  profile  !  She  is  a  little  like  Lady 
Hildegarde." 

"  Yes,  she  resembles  my  mothar  a  good 
deal  in  many  ways,  and,  being  her  only 
daughter,  she  has  been  a  bit  spoiled — always 
wants  her  own  way,  as  you  may  see." 

"  And     now,    Mr.    Somers,"    continued 
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Emma,  "  you  will  not  make  a  stranger 
of  me,  nor  allow  me  to  upset  any  little 
arrangements  your  sister  has  made.  You 
must  postpone  our  trip.  You  know  you 
can  take  us  up  the  river  any  time  !  " 

But  to  this  suggestion  he  would  not 
listen,  and  displayed  a  will  fully  as  robust 
as  his  relative's.  In  fact,  he  became  almost 
angry  at  last,  and  Emma  was  compelled  to 
succumb. 

"We  accordingly  spent  a  delightful,  never- 
to-be-forgotten  afternoon  on  the  river, 
rowed  here  and  there,  as  fancy  dictated, 
by  two  stalwart  boatmen.  Mr.  Somers, 
in  a  sailor  hat  and  flannels,  occasionally 
took  an  oar  himself,  and  even  gave  me  a 
lesson.  A  dainty  luncheon  had  been 
provided,  which  we  discussed  under  cool 
green  branches,  up  a  deliciously  sequestered 
backwater;  then  followed  the  row  down 
to  Taplow,  and'  pur  tea  at  the  inn  :  in  fact, 
every  item  of  the  programme  was  con- 
scientiously carried  out;   and  during  that 
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long  summer's  day,  in  the  intimacy  of 
picnicking  and  boating,  Mr.  Somers  and 
I  made  extraordinary  strides  in  advancing 
our  acquaintance. 

We  parted  reluctantly  at  Paddington 
Station,  full  of  plans  for  the  morrow.  We 
were  to  lunch  with  Mr.  Somers  again,  and 
accompany  him  to  a  very  private  view 
of  most  lovely  Indian  paintings.  Emma 
struggled  hard  against  this  second  en- 
croachment on  his  time,  and  struggled 
as  vainly  as  any  kid  in  the  folds  of  a  boa 
constrictor ! 

"  Of  course,"  he  said,  half  playfully, 
"  if  she  had  something  better  on  hand, 
and  was  already  tired  of  his  society " 

And  what  could  she  answer?  She  could 
only  murmur  deprecating  ejaculations  of 
dissent,  assent,  and  gratitude. 

As  we  drove  home  in  a  hansom  (a  rare 
extravagance),  exchanging  voluble  raptures, 
an  obtrusive  chill  little  idea  suddenly  got  in 
and  sat  down  between  us. 
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What  were  we  to  wear?  A  serge  skirt 
and  a  shirt  had  done  very  well  for  the 
river  ;  but  for  a  smart  luncheon  at  a  smart 
club,  for  an  exclusive  gathering  at  a  private 
view,  where  possibly  all  the  gowns  would 
be  carefully  noted  down  and  described 
in  the  papers,  our  now  rusty  black  dresses 
would  be,  oh,  so  sadly  out  of  place  ! 

"It  does  not  matter  so  much  about  me, 
dear,"  said  Emma,  "  but  you.  I  am  so 
sorry  now  that  your  best  crepon  came  in 
for  that  shocking  wetting  last  Sunday. 
Oh,  why  did  I  not  take  a  cab?"  she 
exclaimed  regretfully.  "And  your  poor 
hat  received  its  death-blow-  This  is  no 
climate  for  ostrich  feathers — not  like  India, 
where  you  can  wear  your  best  frocks  and 
hats  for  months  without  one  moment's 
anxiety,  and  when  the  rains  do  come  it 
is  not  before  they  have  given  at  least  a 
week's  notice!" 

"  And  that  drenching  shower,  not  giving 
one  second — beyond  half  a  dozen  immense 
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drops,  and  after  that  the  deluge  !  How- 
ever, I  can  curl  the  feathers  up,  press  out 
my  skirt,  and,  with  a  new  pair  of  gloves, 
perhaps  I  can  manage  to  pass  in  a  crowd  !  " 

Keally,  we  did  not  present  at  all  such 
a  bad  appearance  as  we  emerged  from 
our  lodgings  next  morning,  nor  did  we 
feel  beneath  the  occasion,  at  our  very 
pleasant  and  recherche  lunch.  It  was  only 
when  we  got  among  the  present  season's 
new  dresses,  and  stood  side  by  side  with 
the  latest  and  most  costly  fashions,  that 
our  poor  black  feathers,  looked  a  little 
battered  and  draggled ! 

I  saw  it  myself,  but  Mr.  Somers  did 
not.  No,  no,  all  his  attention  was  occupied 
in  entertaining  us — in  showing  us  the  best 
pictures,  the  most  popular  or  unpopular 
celebrities,  the  beauties,  the  political  stars, 
and  the  leaders  of  fashion.  Among  these 
I  noted,  without  his  assistance,  his  own 
sister,  Lady  Polexfen.  She  was  dressed  in 
a  large  white  hat,  and  filmy  summer  gown, 
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this  warm  July  day,  and  was  sauntering 
around,  attended  by  a  military  man,  occa- 
sionally scanning  people  or  pictures,  with 
a  long-handled  eyeglass.  After  a  time,  we 
came  into  its  range  ! 

I  turned  away  hastily,  for  I  had  no 
desire  to  encounter  her  ladyship,  and 
affected  to  be  absorbed  in  a  beautiful 
sketch  of  Sunrise  on  the  Jumna,  and  the 
Taj !  This  was  a  much-admired  gem,  and 
the  crowd  gathered  closely  around  it. 

I  hoped  that  Lady  Polexfen  had  already 
passed  by.  Then  I  heard  her  voice  say, 
close  behind  me,  "My  dear  Everard!" 
Then,  in  fluent  French,  "What  on  earth 
are  you  doing  here,  dragging  about  these 
shabby,  second-rate  women  ?  Have  you 
lost  your  senses  ?  And  you  know  this 
is  a  place  where  every  one  sees  every 
one." 

"  So  it  seems  !  "  he  answered,  in  equally 
fluent  French,  "  but  there  is  no  occasion 
for  you  to  see  me.     These  shabby  people, 
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as  you  call  them,  are  not  second-rate,  but 
first-rate." 

"The  Marchioness  of  Kinsale  pointed 
you  out  to  me,  and  laughed.  She  was 
so  amused  at  my  eccentric  brother." 

"  Horrid,  painted  old  harridan !  "  he 
answered,  now  roused  to  aggression.  "  I 
would  not  be  seen  speaking  to  her,  if  I 
were  you;  but,  then,  you  are  not  par- 
ticular, as  long  as  a  woman  has  a  handle 
to  her  name  and  a  brand-new  gown  to  her 
back  !     Now,  I  prefer  the  society  of  ladies." 

"  Oh,  very  well,  very  well,"  in  a  choked 
voice.  "Pray,  pray  go  your  own  way,  and 
you'll  see  where  it  lands  you.  Only,  don't 
come  to  me  for  advice  and  assistance !  " 
And  here,  as  Emma  turned  and  asked  me 
for  the  catalogue,  our  neighbourhood  was, 
perhaps,  suspected,  for  Lady  Polexfen's 
remonstrances  ceased,  and  presently  I  saw 
her  large  picture-hat  slowly  passing  through 
a  doorway  into  another  room. 

As    Emma    had    not    caught    sight    of 
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her,  I  kept  this  delightful  experience 
entirely  to  myself.  It  certainly  rather 
threw  a  cloud  over  the  pleasure  of  my  day 
— a  cloud  which,  I  must  confess,  Mr. 
Somers — so  cheery,  so  courteous,  so  chival- 
rous, so  determined  to  treat  us  as  great 
ladies — did  much  to  dispel. 

As  we  took  leave  of  him,  and  thanked 
him  warmly  for  all  the  pleasure  he  had 
given  us,  he  looked  hard  at  me  from  under 
the  brim  of  his  tall  hat,  and  said — 

"  The  pleasure  has  been  conferred  by 
Mrs.  and  Miss  Hayes,  and  I  trust  that 
this  will  not  be  the  last  day  by  many 
that  we  shall  spend  together." 

Next  morning  brought  a  messenger  with 
a  note  from  Mr.  Somers,  and  a  quantity 
of  lovely  flowers.  Of  course,  I  read  this 
note,  which  was  written  in  a  bold,  black, 
determined  sort  of  hand ;  it  said — 

"  Dear  Mes.  Hayes, 

"I  hope  you  are  none  the  worse 
for  yesterday's  excursion.     I   send   you   a 
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few  flowers.  I  remember  how  fond  you 
were  of  them  and  your  wonderful  garden 
at  Jam-Jam-More.  I  have  ventured  to  tell 
my  florist  to  supply  you  constantly.  I  am 
very  busy  getting  under  weigh.  I  start  the 
first  thing  to-morrow.  Kind  regards  to 
Miss  Hayes  and  yourself. 

"Yours  sincerely, 

"E.   SOMEES. 

"  P.S. — I  find  I  have  some  of  the  books 
you  mentioned  that  you  would  like  to  read, 
and  am  sending  them  round  to  you." 

The  books  (a  huge  parcel  of  the  newest 
publications)  duly  arrived;  most  of  them 
had  never  been  cut  !  I'm  afraid  Mr. 
Somers  stretched  a  point  when  he  said 
he  had  them.  Choice  flowers  recalled  him 
to  our  minds  three  times  a  week,  and  it 
did  not  need  the  fragrant  roses,  carnations, 
and  lilies  to  remind  Emma  of  one  Indian 
guest  who  had  not  forgotten  her. 
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The  autumn  went  by  without  any  inci- 
dent, save  that  Emma's  strength  and  spirits 
flagged.  The  memory  of  that  day  on  the 
river  had  visited  her  for  weeks ;  but  what 
is  one  happy  day  out  of  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five — one  swallow  in  a  summer  ? 

We  were  now  at  Stonebrook  on  her 
account.  Her  doctor  had  forbidden  her 
to  spend  the  winter  season  in  town,  and 
ordered  her  to  Sussex ;  and  although  (as  I 
have  hinted)  our  locality  and  abode  were 
not  particularly  exhilarating,  still,  I  was 
by  no  means  sorry  to  get  away  from 
London. 


B 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

LADY  HILDEGARDE's  PHOTOGRAPH. 

After  waiting  twenty  minutes  in  semi- 
darkness  (poor  people  must  exercise  pa- 
tience), the  lamp — welcome  herald  of  tea 
—was  carried  in  by  Mrs.  Gabb,  whose 
expressive  countenance  distinctly  warned 
off  either  questions  or  expostulations.  She 
proceeded  to  dash  down  the  blinds,  bang 
the  shutters,  coal-scuttle,  fire-irons,  and 
finally  the  door. 

By  lamplight  our  little  apartment  did 
not  look  nearly  so  mean  and  shabby  as 
by  day.  Emma  had  marvellous  taste  in 
an  airy,  sketchy  style — a  taste  which, 
she  assured  me,  was  common  to  many 
Anglo-Indian  ladies,  who  were  frequently 
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compelled  to  make  a  very  little  furniture 
go  a  long  way,  and  who  were  unsurpassed 
in  the  art  of  makeshifts.  Some  grasses  and 
winter  berries  filled  several  bowls  and 
vases ;  a  few  pretty  Eastern  ornaments 
were  scattered  about ;  an  Indian  drapery 
was  thrown  carelessly  over  the  sofa.  A 
smart  paper  lamp-shade  and  two  or  three 
silk  cushions  brightened  up  the  room,  and 
last,  not  least,  a  considerable  gallery  of 
photographs.  They  caught  the  eye  on  all 
sides,  and  had  a  truly  imposing  effect. 
Emma  had  been  twelve  years  in  the  East, 
and  had  accumulated  many  portraits.  Here 
was  a  smart  cavalry  man — an  A.D.C. ; 
there  an  imposing  general  officer  covered 
with  orders ;  a  Ghoorka,  a  hill  beauty,  a 
polo  pony,  an  Indian  picnic,  a  wedding 
group,  a  lady  in  a  rickshaw,  holding  over 
herself  a  coquettish  Japanese  umbrella. 
They  made  indeed  a  goodly  show,  and  as 
Emma  remarked,  "  putting  sentiment  alto- 
gether on  one  side,  were  easily  carried  about, 
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and  went  a  long  way  towards  furnishing  a 
shabby  sitting-room."  Whilst  the  tea  was 
drawing,  I  tidied  up,  swept  the  hearth, 
straightened  the  larnp-shade,  collected  and 
put  away  straggling  books  and  papers. 
Meanwhile,  Emma  drew  forth  a  pack  of 
somewhat  passees  cards,  cleared  a  space  on 
the  table,  and  proceeded  to  deal  them  out 
in  four  neat  rows. 

"  I  am  going  to  do  your  fortune,"  she 
announced.  "  This  is  your  birthday-  I 
wish  it  had  not  come  on  a  Friday;  how- 
ever, let  me  see.  Oh,  dear,  dear,  dear ! 
All  the  bad  cards  are  settling  round  you. 
Tears,  a  disappointment !  there  is  sickness, 
you  see ;  a  journey,  a  dark  man,  and  a 
dark  woman  ;  she  is  antipathetic  to  you, 
and  will  injure  you.  Yes.  Look,  I  have 
counted  again ;  she  comes  right  between 
you  and  the  marriage  card !  You  will  get 
your  wish." 

"But  I  have  not  thought  of  any 
wish." 
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"Ah!  and  I  see  money;  but  here  is 
this  horrible  ace  of  spades — the  death 
card." 

At  this  instant  we  heard  a  strange  voice, 
and  a  sound  of  scuffling  steps  in  the  passage. 

"  Some  one  is  coming !  "  I  had  barely 
uttered  the  warning,  and  Emma  had  only 
time  to  throw  a  newspaper  over  the  pack, 
when  Mrs.  Gabb,  flinging  open  the  door, 
shrilly  announced,  "  Miss  Skuce." 

Whereupon  a  tall  elderly  lady,  in  a  long 
damp  waterproof,  bounced  into  the  room, 
showing  every  one  of  her  front  teeth. 

"  Pray  excuse  my  calling  at  this  late 
hour,"  she  said,  shaking  hands  with  us 
effusively.  "At  least,  it  is  not  really  late, 
only  half-past  four,  quite  visiting  time  still ; 
but  it  is  so  dark,  it  might  be  the  middle 
of  the  night." 

To  which  statement  we  politely  assented, 
and  also  further  conceded  "  that  it  had 
been  a  shockingly  wet  day  " 

"  And  how  do  you  like  dear  little  Stone- 
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brook?"  she  asked.  "If  you'll  allow  me, 
I'll  just  take  off  my  cloak." 

"  Oh,  it  is  not  very  lively,"  replied 
Emma ;  "  but  then,  I  came  here  for  my 
health." 

"Ah,  indeed,"  rising  to  hang  her  water- 
proof carefully  over  a  chair,  and  taking  a 
seat  nearer  to  Emma  whom  she  stared  at 
exhaustively. 

Emma,  though  thin  and  fragile,  was  still 
a  pretty  woman.  She  wore  a  handsome 
black  satin  and  lace  tea  gown  (a  remnant 
of  better  days) ;  diamonds  (of  ditto)  sparkled 
on  her  wasted  hands,  and  her  expressive 
eyes  were  lit  up  with  vivacity.  Even  this 
unexpected  visit  from  a  garrulous  old  maid 
made  quite  an  agreeable  break  in  the  other- 
wise dreary  wet  day. 

"How  long  shall  you  stay,  do  you  think?  " 

"I  really  have  not  formed  any  plans — 
possibly  all  the  winter." 

"And  Miss ,"  looking  at  me  inter- 
rogatively-    "  Surely  not  your  daughter  ?  " 
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"  No,  my  step-daughter — Miss  Hayes." 

"  It's  a  terribly  dull  place  for  young 
people,  especially  if  they  are  accustomed 
to  India,"  smiling  at  me  blandly. 

"I  have  never  been  in  India  since  I 
was  two  months  old,"  I  replied  with  pre- 
cipitation. 

"But  you  were  ?  "  she  observed,  turning 
to  Emma.  "  And.  army — of  course  ?  "  in 
a  confidential  key. 

"No.  My  husband,  had  an  appointment 
at  the  court  of  the  Kajah  of  Jam-Jam-More. 
He  was  his  medical  adviser." 

"Ah,  I  understand" — in  a  patronizing 
key — "  a  native  doctor  !  " 

"  Oh  no  !  "  bursting  into  a  merry  laugh ; 
"  doctor  to  a  native  prince." 

"  Dear  me  !  Is  it  not  the  same  thing  ? 
How  nice  this  room  looks !  Your  own 
pretty  things,  I  am  sure.  What  quantities 
of  charming  photographs-!  May  I  peep  at 
them  ?  " — rising  with  a  sprightly  air. 

"  Oh,  certainly,  with  pleasure.    But  they 
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are  chiefly  Indian  friends — and  I  doubt  if 
you  will  find  them  interesting." 

"I  am  always  interested  in  other  people's 
friends.  But  what  do  I  behold?"  — 
striking  an  attitude — "  a  bunch  of  peacock's 
feathers  !  So  unlucky  !  Why  do  you  keep 
them,  dear  Mrs.  Hayes  ?  " 

"They  belong  to  Mrs.  Gabb — not  to  me 
— you  must  ask  her." 

"  And  you  are  not  superstitious  ?  Table- 
turning,  palmistry,  second  sight,  planchette  : 
do  you  believe  in  any  of  those  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  I  have  much  faith  in  any 
of  them — no,  not  even  planchette — though 
I  heard  a  horrible  story  of  a  planchette 
who  aggravated  inquirers  by  writing  such 
horrible  things,  that  one  man,  in  a  rage, 
pitched  it  into  the  fire,  when  it  immediately 
gave  a  diabolical  scream,  and  flew  up  the 
chimney." 

At  this  little  anecdote  I  broke  into  a 
loud  laugh — I  invariably  did  so. 

"  Of  course,  that  was  arrant  nonsense  I  " 


LADY  HILDEGAEDE'S  PHOTOGEAPH.      57 

remarked  Miss  Skuce,  carefully  replacing 
the  peacock's  feathers,  and  recommencing 
a  tour  of  inspection. 

I  watched  her  attentively,  with  her 
pointed  nose,  near-sighted  eyes,  looped-up 
skirts,  with  a  rim  of  chalky  mud,  and 
square-toed  laced  boots — shaped  like  pie- 
dishes —  as  she  made  a  deliberate  exami- 
nation of  Emma's  little  gallery,  throwing 
us  remarks  over  her  shoulder  from  time  to 
time. 

"I  always  make  a  point  of  calling  on 
new  people — strangers,"  she  announced 
from  over  the  edge  of  a  large  durbar 
group.  "  They  must  find  it  so  desperately 
dull,  and  I'm  an  old  resident.  My  brother 
is  a  doctor.  Most  of  the  neighbours  don't 
visit ;  they  draw  the  line  at  the  hotel,  and 
never  notice  people  in  lodgings,  since  that 
awful  scandal  at  Mrs.  Tait's,  three  years 
ago.  I  cannot — ahem — repeat  the  story, 
just  noiu"  and  she  looked  at  me  expres- 
sively ;    "  but  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it 
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another  time.  I  dare  say  the  rectory 
people  may  come.  At  any  rate  " — casting 
an  appreciative  glance  at  Emma's  unex- 
pectedly elegant  appearance — "  I  shall  make 
a  point  of  mentioning  you  to  them." 

"  Oh,  thank  you  very  much,  but  we  are 
only  here  for  a  change,"  protested  Emma  ; 
"  the  doctors  said  I  must  have  dry  bracing 
air,  and " 

"What  have  I  got  here?"  interrupted 
our  visitor,  who  had  been  routing  on  the 
chimney-piece,  behind  a  fire-screen.  "  A 
large  photograph  of  dear  Lady  Hildegarde 
Somers !  "  holding  it  in  both  hands  as  if  it 
were  some  holy  relic.  "  How  did  you 
come  by  it?"  she  demanded,  in  an  im- 
pressive key. 

"  She  gave  it  to  me,  of  course,"  was 
Emma's  simple  reply. 

Miss  Skuce's  little  eyes  widened  as  she 
stood  on  the  rug,  clasping  her  treasure- 
trove,  and  contemplating  Emma  with  an 
air  of  tragio  interrogation. 
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"  Then  you  know  her  ?  "  she  gasped  out 
at  last. 

"Intimately.  At  least,  she  stayed  in 
our  house  in  India  for  six  weeks,  so  I 
suppose  I  may  say  that  I  know  her  rather 
well." 

Miss  Skuce  was  now  compelled  to  seek 
a  seat,  and  signed  to  my  stepmother  to 
continue. 

"  My  husband  and  I  had  numbers  of 
visitors  in  the  cold  weather ;  they  came  to 
see  the  Jam-Jam,  and  the  old  tombs  and 
temples,  and  we  put  them  up  in  our  house, 
and  got  them  shooting  and  sport." 

"  What  kind  of  sport  ?  "  questioned  her 
listener. 

"  Sometimes  tiger-shooting,  sometimes 
hunting  with  cheetahs,  sometimes  elephant- 
catching  or  pigsticking." 

"  Oh !  "  ejaculated  Miss  Skuce,  who  was 
visibly  impressed. 

"You  see,  my  husband  had  a  capital 
appointment,  though  he  was  uncovenanted. 
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He  drew  large  pay,  and  was  supplied, 
besides,  with  carriages  and  horses,  a  house 
and  servants." 

"  How  very  nice  !  And  about  her  lady- 
ship ?  " 

"  Oh,  Lady  Hildegarde  and  Mr.  Somers 
and  their  son  came  to  us  for  ten  days,  but 
she  unfortunately  got  a  touch  of  the  sun, 
and  was  laid  up  for  weeks.  My  husband 
attended  her,  I  nursed  her,  and  we  did 
all  we  possibly  could  for  her.  She  was  a 
charming  patient,  and  so  grateful.  Mr. 
Somers  and  his  son  went  on  to  the 
frontier,  and  left  her  with  us  during  her 
convalescence.  She  joined  them  in  Bom- 
bay I  have  never  seen  her  since  I  came 
to  England." 

"  Really     How  strange  !  " 

"But  I  met  her  son  in  London  last 
summer.  Such  a  handsome,  unaffected 
young  fellow  (my  poor  husband  took  a  great 
fancy  to  him).  He  was  just  on  the  eve  of 
starting  off  to  America,  but  he  managed  to 
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give  us  two  delightful  days — one  of  them  ou 
the  river — and  was  altogether  most  kind. 
He  told  me  that  his  father  and  mother 
were  abroad.  I  have  quite  lost  sight  of  the 
whole  family  now.  I  don't  even  know 
where  they  live  when  they  are  at  home. 
I  have  lost  sight  of  so  many  people,"  added 
Emma,  with  a  regretful  sigh. 

"Not  know  where  the  Somers  live!" 
repeated  Miss  Skuce.  "  Why,  my  dear 
Mrs.  Hayes,  they  live  within  three  miles 
of  where  you  are  sitting ! — at  Coppingham 
Abbey,  the  show  place  of  this  part  of  the 
world.  The  Somers  of  Coppingham  are 
not  rich — as  riches  are  understood  now — 
and  I  am  afraid  poor  dear  old  Mr.  Somers 
has  lost  a  great  deal  of  money  over  mines 
in  South  America,  and  stocks — he  was 
never  a  business  man;  but  the  family  are 
as  old  as  the  hills.  Miss  Somers  made  a 
splendid  match  last  year,  she  married  Lord 
Polexfen ;  certainly  he  is  rather  ancient  for 
her,  but  then  you  cannot  have  everything. 
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Maudie  is  very  handsome,  but  frightfully 
ambitious,  worldly,  haughty;  quite,  quite 
between  ourselves  —  I  never  took  to 
Maudie." 

I  heartily  but  secretly  applauded  this 
sentiment. 

"  Of  course,  it  was  not  a  love  affair — 
respect  on  one  side,  admiration  on  the 
other — and,  as  I  have  told  you,  Maudie 
could  not  expect  everything,  and — and  she 
thought " 

"  That  an  old  lord  was  better  than  none 
at  all,"  I  supplemented  briskly. 

"  Oh,  I  would  not  say  that,  by  any 
means,"  returned  Miss  Skuce,  rather  stiffly. 
(It  was  evident  that  no  one  else  was  to 
be  permitted  to  censure  this  august  young 
woman.)  "  The  family  are  frequently 
abroad  now,  but  are  always  here  in 
December  and  January.  And  so,  you 
tell  me,  you  know  dear  Lady  Hildegarde 
intimately?  " 

And  she  paused  and  surveyed  Emma  with 
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her  head  on  one  side.  It  was  abundantly 
demonstrated  by  our  visitor's  face  and 
gestures  that,  from  being  strangers  in  the 
land — mere  wandering,  homeless  nobodies 
— we  had  been  suddenly  promoted  to  the 
footing  of  people  of  distinction,  the  inti- 
mate friends  of  the  mistress  of  the  show 
place  of  the  county.  The  alteration  in 
Miss  Skuce's  manner  was  as  amusing  as 
it  was  abrupt — from  an  air  of  easy  patron- 
age to  an  attitude  of  humble  and  admiring 
deference  —  the  transition  was  absolutely 
pantomimic. 

"  Dear  Lady  Hildegarde  is  the  moving 
spirit  of  the  whole  neighbourhood,"  she 
remarked.  "  She  is  so  active,  her  ideas  are 
so  full  of  originality,  her  energy  is  mar- 
vellous ;  no  one  would  believe  that  she  has 
a  married  daughter,  and  a  son  of  seven- 
and-twenty.  And  she  is  so  fond  of  having 
young  people  about  her.  I  am  certain  that 
she  will  be  immensely  taken  with  this  pretty 
child,"  indicating  me  with  a  wave  of  the 
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photograph  in  her  hand.  "  She  will  intro- 
duce her  to  all  the  best  people;  she  will 
have  her  stay  at  the  Abbey,  and  give  a 
ball  for  her,  of  that  I  feel  confident." 

"Oh  no,  no!  Absurd!  Nonsense!" 
protested  Emma,  with  a  beaming  smile. 
But,  unless  I  was  much  mistaken,  the  long 
seven-leagued  boots  of  Emma's  imagination 
had  carried  her  far  ahead  of  Miss  Skuce's 
gratifying  predictions.  An  agreeable  idea, 
once  planted  in  her  mind,  immediately 
struck  root,  grew,  and  flourished,  like 
Jack's  immortal  beanstalk. 

"  How  I  wish  you  had  let  me  know  that 
you  were  a  friend  of  Lady  Hildegarde's," 
continued  Miss  Skuce,  effusively,  "instead 
of  remaining,  if  I  may  say  so,  so  foolishly 
incog.  The  Bennys  of  the  Dovecote,  and 
the  Prouts,  will  be  overwhelmed  to  think 
that  they  have  not  called.  Her  ladyship 
will  say  we  have  all  neglected  you  !  I 
hope  the  people  here  are  satisfactory? 
Mrs.  Gabb  has  rather  a  tongue,  but  she 
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is  very  clean.  Are  you  comfortable,  dear 
Mrs.  Hayes  ?  " 

"  Yes,  thank  you ;  I  might  be  worse." 

"  I  must  send  you  some  fresh  eggs.  How 
are  you  off  for  literature  ?  " 

"In  a  starving  condition.  I've  not  seen 
a  new  book  for  months." 

"  Oh,  then  we  will  all  supply  you  !  I 
notice  that  you  take  the  Sussex  Figaro" 
lifting  the  paper  with  a  sudden  swoop,  and 
thereby  discovering  the  neatly  arranged 
rows  of  playing  cards  ! 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  which  of 
the  two  ladies  looked  the  more  taken  aback 
and  out  of  countenance.  Miss  Skuce  stood 
for  a  second  with  her  mouth  half  open, 
paper  in  hand.  Emma  became  scarlet,  as 
she  hastily  scrambled  the  cards  together. 

"  So  you  play  patience,  I  see,"  said  our 
visitor,  after  a  pause,  and  with  really 
admirable  presence  of  mind. 

"Oh,  anything,  everything,  from  6carU 
to — to  old  maid  pour  passer  le  temps.     I 

1? 
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hope  you  will  have  some  tea.  Gwen,  what 
have  we  been  thinking  about  ?  Come  along 
and  pour  it  out." 

In  ten  minutes'  time,  Miss  Skuce  had 
nearly  emptied  her  third  cup,  and,  en- 
livened by  the  fragrant  herb,  had  become 
most  talkative  and  confidential,  and  de- 
veloped a  truly  warm  interest  in  us  and  our 
concerns. 

Emma  was  advised  whom  she  was  to 
know,  and  whom  she  must  not  know  on 
any  account ;  where  she  was  to  deal,  whose 
fly  she  was  to  hire  for  parties — all  was  laid 
before  her  in  detail.  A  stranger  entering 
the  room  would  naturally  have  supposed 
that  this  eager  lady,  who  was  nursing  her 
empty  teacup,  was  an  old  and  intimate 
friend. 

Finally,  with  lavish  promises  of  eggs, 
books,  and  flowers,  Miss  Skuce,  as  sho 
expressed  it,  "  tore  herself  away."  Sho 
must  have  managed  to  whisper  a  few  words 
on  the  stairs   or  in  the  passage,  for  when 
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Mrs.  Gabb  came  to  remove  the  things,  sho 
wore  an  unusually  benign  aspect ;  there 
was  no  angry  banging  and  clanging  of 
unoffending  and  inanimate  articles.  On 
the  contrary,  she  poked  the  fire  with  an 
extravagant  hand,  drew  the  curtains  noise- 
lessly, and  remarked  in  a  surprisingly  affable 
tone  that  "  she  had  made  us  a  nice  little 
batter  pudding,"  and  "that  it  was  a  wet 
night." 

So  much  for  numbering  a  large  photo- 
graph of  a  local  magnate  among  our  house- 
hold gods !  If  her  mere  portrait  had 
wrought  such  an  agreeable  transformation 
in  visitor  and  landlady,  what  might  we  not 
expect  from  the  presence  of  Lady  Hildo- 
garde  herself? 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

WE    GET    INTO    SOCIETY. 

Emma's  bedroom  was  immediately  beneath 
mine,  and  during  the  night  I  heard  her 
coughing  repeatedly,  a  nasty  little  short 
hacking  cough.  I  went  to  her  early  in  the 
morning,  in  order  to  condole  with  her  and 
urge  her  to  remain  in  bed ;  but  she  was 
already  dressed. 

"Kept  me  awake,  my  cough,  you  say? 
Yes,  but  I  did  not  mind,"  was  her  extra- 
ordinary statement.  "I  did  not  want  to 
sleep,  I  had  so  much  to  think  about — so 
many  pleasant  thoughts." 

"  i"  know  what  you  have  been  thinking 
about,"  I  said,  as  we  sat  down  to  breakfast 
— "  or,  rather,  of  whom  you  have  been 
thinking — of  Lady  Hildegarde." 
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"  Of  course — why  not  ?  I  have  not  seen 
her  for  four  years  and  more — nearly  five — 
but  she  is  not  the  sort  of  person  who  would 
ever  change ;  and  really,  I  hope  you  won't 
think  it  very  mean  of  me  to  say  it,  but 
she  is  under  obligations  to  me,  and  I  am 
not  too  proud  to  allow  her  to  repay  me. 
I  nursed  her  for  weeks,  and  we  gave  her 
the  best  nourishment,  medical  attendance, 
champagne,  ice,  all  gratis,  the  rajah's  own 
saloon  carriage  to  the  junction,  and,  when 
she  said  good-bye,  she  seemed  really  quite 
affected,  and  gave  me  two  large  photo- 
graphs of  herself,  and  kissed  me  over  and 
over,  J»zid  said,  '  I  cannot  find  words  to 
express  all  I  feel,  but  I  shall  never,  never, 
never  forget  you — my  own  sister  would  not 
have  done  more  !  You  have  saved  my  life, 
and  you  will,  I  hope,  find  some  day  that  I 
am  a  woman  of  deeds — not  words  ! '  And 
now,  here  is  her  opportunity.  What  a 
piece  of  luck  our  coming  here !  Just  by 
chance  !     We  knew  no  one  in  London,  and 
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I  was  too  ill  latterly  to  take  you  about ; 
here  Lady  Hildegarde  will  be  your  sponsor 
in  society  and  introduce  you  everywhere. 
Her  own  daughter  is  married,  and  she  is 
very  fond  of  going  out  and  chaperoning 
girls — she  told  me  so.  I  must  see  about 
your  dresses,  my  dear.  I  have  a  lovely 
white  satin  that  I  only  wore  once,  and  that 
will  alter  quite  easily  for  you !  " 

Emma  was  radiant.  Positively  she 
looked  ten  years  younger  than  she  had 
done  yesterday.  Ah !  hope,  delusive  hope, 
how  many  flattering  tales  had  you  not 
told  her  !  One  drop  of  this  elixir  of  life 
seemed  to  intoxicate  her.  Give  her,  figura- 
tively, a  stick,  or  a  pebble,  and  straw, — 
what  grand  castles  she  created  and  peopled. 
Sometimes,  as  we  sat  over  the  fire  together, 
her  eloquent  tongue  and  facile  imagination 
drew  forecasts  and  anticipations  so  brilliant 
and  so  vivid  that  I  could  compare  them 
to  nothing  but  fairy  stories,  or  the  Arabian 
Nights  Entertainments. 
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After  breakfast,  when  I  was  out  doing 
our  insignificant  marketing,  I  noticed  Miss 
Skuce  at  a  distance,  with  both  hands  up- 
lifted, her  chin  wagging  vigorously,  holdiug 
forth  at  great  and  uninterrupted  length  to 
two  ladies,  who  seemed  interested.  I  also 
caught  sight  of  her  at  our  mutual  grocer's — 
she  was  purchasing  eggs,  which  she  carried 
off,   packed  in   sawdust,  in   a  paper   bag. 

Surely — surely However,  time  would 

tell  (time  does  tell  on  eggs). 

That  afternoon,  by  three  o'clock,  our 
little  room  was  full  of  visitors — we  were 
positively  short  of  chairs  !  Miss  Skuce 
was  the  first  arrival — carrying  in  her  hand 
a  present  in  a  basket  (it  contained  eggs  and 
flowers).  The  Misses  Benny,  extremely 
exclusive  spinsters  from  the  Dovecote, 
appeared  bearing  their  mamma's  card  and 
excuses — prim,  long-nosed  women,  wearing 
severe  tailor-made  dresses,  prim  felt  hats 
with  one  wing,  and  attired  alike  even  to 
their  gold  bangles  and  brown  kid  gloves. 


12  THE  KEAL  LADY  HILDA. 

"  We  heard  from  Miss  Skuce  that  you 
are  a  great  friend  of  Lady  Hildegarde's," 
said  the  elder  of  the  sisters,  addressing 
Emma  in  a  high-pitched,  shrill  voice. 
"Indeed,  I  see  her  over  there  on  the 
chimney-piece  !  You  knew  her  in  India, 
did  you  not  ?  " 

"Yes,"  assented  Emma.  "I  knew  her 
very  well." 

"I  dare  say  you  will  see  a  great  deal  of 
her.  She  adores  India,  and  brought  home 
such  lovely  curios — embroidery,  rugs,  ivory 
work,  and  such  a  sweet  little  silver  teapot 
the  shape  of  an  elephant." 

"  Yes,  I  remember  it — my  husband  gave 
it  to  her,"  returned  Emma,  eagerly  - 

"  Ah,  you  don't  say  so  !  I  hope  we  shall 
see  you  on  Thursday.  We  want  you  to 
come  over  to  tea  at  the  Dovecote,  just 
outside  the  town,  at  four  o'clock.  We 
hope  to  have  a  few  people  and  a  little 
music.     Your  daughter  sings,  I  believe  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  we  shall  be  very  happy." 
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"  I  suppose  you  have  not  made  many 
acquaintances  here,  as  yet  ?  " 

"  No;  no  one  has  called  but  Miss  Skuce." 

"Oh,"  smiling,  " she  calls  on  everyone 
— so  like  her  !  She  finds  out  all  about 
strangers,  and  she  is  nicknamed  the  '  Stone- 
brook  News.'  She  is  a  well-meaning  person, 
but  dreadfully  pushing — you  must  really 
keep  her  in  her  place.  Lady  Hildegarde 
puts  her  down  so  beautifully." 

"  But  I  understand  that  Lady  Hildegarde 
is  a  particular  friend  of  hers  ?  " 

"  Of  hersl—oi  Miss  Skuce's  !  "  in  a  loud 
voice.  "  Oh,  dear  me,  what  has  she  been 
telling  you  ?  She  is  never  invited  to  the 
Abbey,  except  once  a  year  to  the  dignity  ball 
here — and  Lady  Hildegarde  merely  makes 
use  of  her  at  bazaars  and  charity  teas." 

The  departing  Bennys  met  in  the  nar- 
row doorway  Lady  Bloss  and  Miss  Bloss, 
the  former  a  commanding  matron  in 
black  velvet,  with  a  miniature  catafalque 
upon  her    stately    head — aquiline,   portly, 
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immensely  condescending,  with  a  very  large 
person  and  a  small  squeaky  voice. 

11  So  pleased  to  find  you  at  home,"  offer- 
ing two  fat  fingers,  and  looking  round 
anxiously  for  a  solid  seat.  "  My  daughter, 
Miss  Bloss.  I  heard  you  were  a  very 
intimate  friend  of  my  dear  cousin,  Lady 
Hildegarde  Somers.  Some  one  happened 
to  mention  it  when  I  was  in  the  post-office, 
so  I  thought,  as  I  was  in  town,  I  would 
just  run  over  and  see  you  !  " 

The  idea  of  Lady  Bloss  running  any- 
where was  too  preposterous  to  entertain 
without  smiles. 

"And  how  do  you  like  our  little  town? 
And  were  you  long  in  India  ?  " — and  so  on 
and  so  on.  "And  will  you  come  to  tea 
next  week?  I'll  send  you  a  card."  And 
then  she  struggled  up  from  her  low  seat, 
beckoned  to  her  daughter,  and  really 
the  room  looked  quite  empty  after  their 
departure  ! 

Little  Mrs.  Cholmondeley,  the  wife  of  a 
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M.F.H.,  was  still  with  us — a  smart,  fashion- 
able-looking woman,  with  sandy  hair  and 
a  long-handled  eye-glass,  by  means  of  which 
she  noted  everything. 

"  Lady  Bloss  is  quite  too  amusing,"  she 
remarked,  after  she  had  sped  that  lady 
most  affectionately,  and  asked  her  ivliy 
she  had  not  been  to  see  her  for  such 
ages  ?  "  She  is  no  more  cousin  to  Lady 
Hildegarde  than  to  the  man  in  the  moon ; 
her  husband  was  an  old  Indian  judge,  a 
K.C.B.  She  and  Lady  Hildegarde  have 
the  same  dressmaker,  and  that  is  positively 
the  only  connection." 

"Oh  yes,  excuse  me,"  said  her  friend; 
"Lady  Bloss's  uncle  married  a  cousin  of 
Lady  Hildegarde's  aunt  by  marriage." 

"Oh,  spare  my  poor  stupid  head !  "  cried 
Mrs.  Cholmondeley.  "  I  call  that  a  conun- 
drum, not  a  connection ;  don't  you,  Mrs. 
Hayes?" 

Emma  smiled  sympathetically ;  she  hated 
riddles. 
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"  I  am  sure  the  politics  and  parties  of 
our  Little  Pedlington  will  amuse  a  woman 
of  the  world  like  you.  Do  you  care  for 
driving?  " 

Emma  admitted  that  she  liked  it — in  fine 
weather. 

"  Then  I  shall  come  some  afternoon 
early  and  take  you  out.  Will  Monday 
suit  you,  at  two  o'clock  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  it  is  very  kind  of  you." 

"And  your  daughter,  too;  there  will  be 
plenty  of  room.  I  hope  two  o'clock  is  not 
interfering  with  your  dinner  hour  ?  " 

Emma  reddened,  as  she  replied  with 
some  dignity — 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you;  we  always  dine 
late." 

Yes,  we  called  it  dinner.  When  our  last 
visitor  had  driven  away,  Emma  turned  to 
me  and  said — 

"  My  stupid  brain  is  in  a  whirl.  I  can 
compare  this  afternoon  to  nothing  less 
than  a   reception   at   Government   House. 
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I  feel  loaded  to  the  earth  with  attention. 
I  am  to  have  drives,  books,  magazines,  and 
even  game  and  cough  lozenges !  What 
a  funny  world  it  is  !  A  week  ago — what 
am  I  saying  1  two  days  ago — these  people 
stared  over  our  heads,  and  looked  at  us 
as  if  we  might  give  them  smallpox;  and 
behold  all  this  change — this  sudden  thaw, 
all  because  I  happen  to  know  Lady  Hilde- 
garde.  What  did  you  think  of  them,  dear — 
you  know,  you  have  a  very  critical  mind  ?  " 

"  Well,  since  you  ask  me,  I  think  that 
there  seems  to  be  a  sliding-scale  of  merit. 
Mrs.  Benny  looks  down  on  Miss  Skuce ; 
Lady  Bloss  sniffs  at  the  Bennys ;  Mrs. 
Cholmondeley  despises  Lady  Bloss ;  and 
no  doubt,  some  one  else  turns  up  her  nose 
at  her." 

"  Lady  Bloss's  dignity  was  something 
overpowering.  She  entirely  shrank  from 
India  and  Indian  topics,  and  yet  she  is 
a  regular  old  Burra  mem  Sahib,  now  I 
come  to  think  of  it.     How  I  wish  I  had 
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known! — I  might  have  talked  to  her  in 
Hindostani.  I  dare  say  she  would  have 
had  a  fit!" 

"I  think  it  is  most  likely;  either  that, 
or  she  would  have  called  the  police." 

"  Well,  I  must  ask  about  a  dressmaker 
immediately,  and  get  your  dresses  ready," 
continued  Emma,  "  for  I  can  see  that  you 
are  going  to  be  overwhelmed  with  invita- 
tions. Lady  Hildegarde  will,  of  course, 
chaperon  you  everywhere ;  and  I  should 
like  you  to  do  her  credit ! " 
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CHAPTER   VI. 

A   VISIT    OF    SEVEN    MINUTES. 

Emma's  prophecy  came  true  for  once — in 
fact,  as  far  as  I  know,  it  was  the  solitary- 
occasion  on  which  her  vivid  day-dreams 
were  realized.  We  were  overwhelmed  with 
civilities  and  invitations  (chiefly  to  tea). 
Every  day  brought  flowers  and  books,  and 
it  was  quite  a  common  occurrence  to  see 
a  carriage  and  pair  waiting  at  our  modest 
entrance.  Mrs.  Cholmondeley  proved  to  be 
as  good  as  her  word,  and  took  us  for  several 
drives.  We  were  shown  "  The  Abbey,"  as 
people  called  it — a  low-lying,  venerable, 
grey  structure,  with  fine  old  trees  and 
wonderful  cloisters.  We  went  to  tea  at  the 
rectory,    to    lunch  with   Lady  Bloss,   and 
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to  quite  a  smart  musical  evening  party  at 
the  Dovecote.  The  curate  called,  also  Dr. 
Skuce,  and — oh  !  great  event ! — Sir  Warren 
Hastings  Bloss  !  He  came  to  "  talk  over 
India."  He  announced  his  errand  quite 
frankly  to  Emma,  and  he  actually  re- 
mained an  hour  and  a  half.  Never  had 
Mrs.  Gabb  ushered  so  many  gentry  up  and 
down  her  narrow  stairs — no,  not  in  the 
twenty  years  she  had  let  lodgings;  and  her 
manner  was  now  as  unpleasantly  obsequious 
as  it  had  formerly  been  otherwise. 

A  cup  of  her  own  tea  was  a  pleasant  little 
attention  which  she  carried  to  us  before 
rising,  and  she  had  become  quite  liberal  in 
the  matter  of  candles  and  clean  tablecloths. 
Even  indirectly,  we  were  beholden  to  Lady 
Hildergarde  for  many  bounties.  "  She  was 
expected  at  the  end  of  the  week,"  so  Miss 
Skuce  informed  us,  and  I  am  confident 
that  the  entire  community  were  on  the  qui- 
vive  to  see  on  what  terms  the  great  lady 
would  be  with  the  reduced   gentlewomen 
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at  Mrs.  Gabb's  in  the  High  Street  !  I 
believe  they  anticipated  boundless  inti- 
macy, measuring  its  dimensions  by  the 
size  of  the  photograph  in  Emma's  posses- 
sion. No  one  in  the  whole  county  had  been 
endowed  with  a  promenade  copy  in  full 
court  dress.  If  Lady  Hildegarde's  esteem 
was  to  be  measured  by  the  size  of  her 
picture,  Emma,  my  stepmother,  stood 
second  to  none  in  her  regard.  Of  course, 
every  one  knew  that  we  were  poor.  I  am 
certain  that  Mrs.  Gabb,  in  exchanging  con- 
fidences in  the  hall  with  Miss  Skuce,  had 
informed  her  that  we  got  in  coals  by  the 
sack,  and  dined  on  two  chops  and  a  rice 
pudding.  I  am  equally  positive  that  Miss 
Skuce  was  furiously  jealous  of  our  other 
acquaintances.  Were  we  not  her  own 
special  discovery  ?  The  nearer  the  advent 
of  Lady  Hildegarde,  the  more  anxiously 
affectionate  she  became ;  she  called  me 
"  Gwen,"  and  looked  in  to  see  "how  we 
were   getting   on "    at    least   once    a   day. 

a 
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One  evening  she  hurried  in  in  a  state  of 
breathless  excitement. 

"  They  have  arrived,"  she  announced. 
' ( Mrs.  Smith  saw  the  station  brougham 
loaded  with  luggage.  I  expect  Lady  Hilde- 
garde  will  be  in  to  see  you  to-morrow  at 
cockcrow — well,  at  any  rate,  directly  after 
breakfast." 

"  She  does  not  know  I  am  in  Europe, 
much  less  in  Stonebrook,"  replied  Emma  ; 
"  we  never  corresponded." 

"  Oh,  that's  nothing.  I  know  from  my 
own  experience  that  she  hates  writing 
letters — she  never  even  writes  to  me !  But 
she  is  a  dear,  sweet  thing,  and  never  forgets 
her  friends ;  she  is  all  heart.  At  the  same 
time,  I  think  that,  perhaps,  it  would  be  well 
to  drop  her  a  nice  little  note.  She  might 
be  startled  to  see  you,  or  she  might  feel 
hurt  to  hear  about  you  from  a  mere  out- 
sider. If  you  like  to  write  a  line,  I  will 
walk  out  to  the  lodge  and  leave  it  this 
afternoon." 


A  VISIT  OF  SEVEN  MINUTES.  83 

This  kind  offer  Emma  declined,  but  she 
accepted  the  hint,  and  tossed  the  following 
letter  across  the  table  to  me  that  same 
evening.  I  read  it  and  approved — all  save 
the  remarks  about  myself,  which  she  refused 
to  modify — and  took  it  out  and  dropped  it 
into  the  post-office  with  my  own  hands. 
This  is  what  it  said — 

"Deab  Lady  Hildegakde, 

"I  am  sure  you  will  be  surprised 
when  you  look  at  the  signature  at  the  end 
of  this  note,  and  still  more  astonished  to 
hear  that  I  am  living,  temporarily,  in  your 
own  part  of  the  world  with  my  step- daughter. 
I  have  met  with  sad  changes  since  the 
happy  days  when  you  and  I  were  in  India. 
My  dear  husband  was  taken  from  me  very 
suddenly;  he  was  never  a  saving  man, 
always  so  open-handed,  and  we  had  put  by 
nothing.  The  old  rajah,  our  friend— who 
was  in  bad  health,  and  worked  upon  by  native 
intrigues — treated  me  most  strangely.     He 
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is  dead,  and  his  heir  makes  me  a  very 
small  allowance,  which  is  my  sole  income. 
I  have,  however,  a  kind,  devoted  daughter 
— step-daughter — who  nurses  me,  spoils  me, 
and  shields  me,  just  as  her  father  used  to 
do  !  I  have  also  a  stout  heart,  and  some 
good  friends ;  but  my  present  life  is  a  truly 
bitter  contrast  in  every  respect  to  the  days 
that  are  gone !  when  you  knew  me  in 
Jam-Jam-More.  I  suppose — indeed,  I  am 
sure — that  one  cannot  eat  one's  loaf  and 
have  it.  I  have  eaten  my  loaf,  and,  now 
that  my  dear  husband  is  gone,  I  have  no 
spirit,  or,  indeed,  health,  for  anything;  but 
there  is  my  little  girl  of  nineteen,  with  all 
her  best  days  before  her.  I  hope  a  few 
crumbs  of  pleasure  may  fall  in  her  way- 
I  came  home  nearly  two  years  ago,  and 
have  lived  in  London  until  lately,  but 
doctors  have  driven  me  out  of  it  to  find 
a  more  bracing  air.  We  came  to  Stone- 
brook  quite  at  haphazard,  and  I  now 
think  it  was  a  most  fortunate  chance  that 
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guided  me  here,  since  I  find  that  this  little 
town  is  within  a  few  miles  of  your  home. 
I  hope  you  and  yours  are  well,  and  that  I 
shall  see  you  ere  long.     Believe  me, 
"  Very  sincerely  yours, 

"Emma  Hayes." 

There  was  no  answer  to  this  letter  for 
three  days,  and  then  a  messenger  brought 
the  following  reply  : — 

"  Coppingham  Abbey,  Thursday. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Hayes, 

"  So  sorry  to  hear  of  your 
bereavement.  Accept  our  warmest  sympathy 
for  your  sad  loss.  I  am  pleased  to  hear 
that  you  are  within  easy  reach  of  me, 
but  I  must  warn  you  that  Stonebrook  is 
a  most  unfortunate  locality  for  any  one 
at  all  delicate.  You  should  lose  no  time  in 
going  farther  south — say  to  Devonshire. 
I  can  recommend  you  to  such  nice  lodgings 
in  Torquay.     I  have   an  immensity  to  do, 
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and  am  dreadfully  busy,  but  I  shall    hope 
to  go  aud  see  you  ere  long. 

"  Yours  faithfully, 

"HlLDEGAEDE    SoMEES." 

"  Well,  so  you've  had  a  letter  from  her 
ladyship!"  cried  Miss  Skuce.  "I  saw  the 
servant  leave  it  just  now.  I  am  certain 
she  is  enchanted  at  the  prospect  of  seeing 
you  !  " 

Emma  commanded  her  countenance 
sufficiently  to  nod  and  smile.  Oh,  what 
hypocrites  we  are !  Speaking  for  myself, 
I  could  have  torn  the  note  into  fifty  little 
pieces,  and  stamped  upon  it — yes,  and  it 
does  me  good  to  say  so;  but  Emma  had 
a  sweet,  long-suffering,  gentle  nature, 
whereas  I  was  ever  notorious  for  having 
a  turbulent  disposition  and  a  proud  spirit. 

"  She  is  in  town  this  morning,"  con- 
tinued Miss  Skuce,  and  she  folded  her 
hands  and  arranged  her  draperies,  evidently 
prepared   to   indulge   us  with  a  protracted 
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sitting.  "I  am  certain  she  is  coming  to 
see  you.  No!" — starting  a  little — "why, 
that  is  the  Abbey  carriage  passing  now. 
Look,  Gwen,  look  !  " 

I  bent  my  head  forward,  and  saw  a  well- 
appointed  landau,  with  fine  big  horses 
and  powdered  servants.  Lady  Hildegarde 
was  lying  back,  wrapped  in  costly  furs,  and 
was  engaged  in  an  animated  conversation 
with  another  lady — whose  face  was  most 
beautifully  painted. 

"They  lunch  early,  you  see,"  explained 
Miss  Skuce,  apologetically-  "  She  will  be 
in  this  evening  without  fail  " — rising  as 
she  spoke — "  and  if  she  says  anything 
about  me,  you  can  tell  her  that  I  have 
been  looking  after  you,  dear  Mrs.  Hayes, 
and  making  you  take  care  of  your  precious 
health."  And  she  simpered  herself  out  of 
the  room. 

Lady  Hildegarde  did  not  call  that  even- 
ing— no,  not  for  a  whole  week.  I  noticed 
her    driving  by  on  several    occasions.     As 
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she  did  not  know  me  by  sight,  I  ventured 
on  a  good  stare.  She  was  a  wonderful 
woman  for  her  age — fifty  (so  said  the 
"  Peerage  "),  and  she  seemed  very  sprightly 
and  entertaining  as  she  talked  to  her 
invariable  companion,  always  in  the  same 
vivacious  fashion. 

"  How  well  she  looks,"  exclaimed  Emma, 
peeping  from  the  background ;  "  how  young, 
and  handsome,  and  prosperous !  No  wonder 
the  other  lady  laughs — she  was  always  so 
amusing  and  irresistible." 

"  But  I  don't  like  her  face,  Emma.  With 
all  its  smiles,  it  could  be  very  grim  and 
hard." 

"  Oh,  my  dearest  Gwen,  that  is  imagina- 
tion ;  she  has  a  most  charming  expression. 
When  you  know  her,  you  feel  that  you 
could  do  anything  for  her  !  " 

"  Probably ;  but  she  would  not  do  any- 
thing for  me  !  I  am  positive  that  I  shall  not 
like  her.  She  is  home  nearly  a  week,  and 
I  think  she  might  have  come  to  see  you  !  " 
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"  My  dear,  fiery,  touchy  Gwen,  she  has 
so  much  to  do — a  great  household,  visitors, 
engagements,  and  she  knows  that  she  need 
not  stand  on  ceremony  with  me,  I  who 
have  nursed  her,  dressed  her,  written 
private  letters  for  her,  sat  up  with  her  at 
night.  I  don't  expect  her  to  be  cere- 
monious, as  if  I  was  a  stranger — but  young 
people  are  so  hard — so  exacting." 

"  I  think  she  ought  to  be  very  grateful 
to  you,  Emma,"  I  persisted,  doggedly. 

"I  am  certain  that  she  is  not  a  bit 
changed.  Just  like  her  son,"  rejoined  her 
loyal  defender.  "  We  should  think  the 
best  of  every  one  !  I  am  sure  she  is  just 
the  same  as  ever." 

Two  days  more,  and  yet  Lady  Hilde- 
garde  had  not  called.  Ten  days  had  elapsed 
since  her  return,  and  she  had  not  con- 
descended to  come  and  see  us.  Miss 
Skuce  was  visibly  uneasy  and  rather 
snappish ;  also  the  Miss  Benny s  were  a 
little  cold  in  their  manner  when  we  accosted 
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them  after  church,  and  Mrs.  Gabb — oh, 
truly  portentous  symptom  ! — ceased  to 
administer  cups  of  tea  gratis.  At  last, 
one  evening  quite  late,  when  the  chimney 
was  smoking  horribly,  and  there  was  no 
lump  sugar  for  tea,  she  called — came  in  a 
one-horse  brougham,  and  remained  exactly 
seven  minutes  by  the  clock. 

She  was  exceedingly  gracious,  shook 
Emma  by  both  hands,  talked  of  the  dear 
old  days  in  India,  of  clever,  kind  Dr. 
Hayes.  "And  so  this  is  his  daughter! 
I  must  have  a  good  look  at  her,"  scanning 
me  up  and  down  with  her  eyeglass.  "  She 
is  like  him,  is  she  not  ?  He  was  fair,  was 
not  he — with  a  reddish  beard  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,"  replied  Emma,  and  her  voice 
trembled.  "  I'm  afraid  you  don't  quite 
remember  him — he  was  very  dark." 

"Ah!  yes,  so  he  was.  I  declare  I  was 
thinking  of  some  one  else.  I  meet  such 
thousands  of  new  people  every  year.  One 
thing    I    have    not    forgotten  :    your    too 


A   VISIT   OF   SEVEN  MINUTES.  91 

delicious  wire  mattresses — such,  a  treat  in 
India — and  your  charming  landau  on  cee 
springs ;  and,  oh  yes,  those  absurd  old 
elephants !  Dear  Mrs.  Hayes,"  gazing 
closely  at  Emma,  "you  look  as  if  this 
cold  climate  did  not  agree  with  you ;  you 
have  got  quite  hollow-cheeked  and  thin." 

"  I  have  been  rather  ailing,"  said  Emma, 
faintly 

"You  really  must  get  away  to  Torquay 
this  Christmas.  Have  you  made  any 
friends  here  ?  ' ' 

"Scarcely  friends,"  was  her  reply; 
"though  people  have  been  most  kind  to 
me.     My  friends  are  in  India." 

"  I  wonder  you  don't  go  back  to  them ! 
I  really  would  advise  it,"  rising  as  she 
spoke.  "  Meanwhile,  we  must  see  some- 
thing of  you,  and  I'll  send  you  some  game 
and  fruit.  Supposing" — and  she  hesitated 
for  a  moment — "  you  were  to  dine  with  us 
on  Christmas  Day,  eh  ? — it  will  cheer  you  up 
— and  bring  the  little  girl,  too — will  you  ?  " 
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"I  am  sure  you  are  very  kind,  but " 

"  Now,  no  buts,"  she  protested  playfully. 
u  We  dine  at  eight.  Just  a  family  gather- 
ing, and,  look  here  " — she  seemed  subject 
to  afterthoughts — "I'll  send  for  you  and 
send  you  home.  I've  had  a  good  many 
drives  in  your  carriage,"  she  added,  quite 
affectionately- 

I  saw  the  tears  standing  in  Emma's  eyes. 
I  was  but  a  mere  spectator,  and  had  nothing 
to  do  but  look  on,  and  I  had  had  ample 
opportunity  of  observing  Lady  Hildegarde. 
She  afforded  a  sharp  contrast  to  Emma, 
who  seemed  unusually  small,  delicate,  and 
forlorn.  Her  visitor,  who  did  not  look 
her  age,  was  tall,  slight,  and  held  herself 
well.  She  had  a  smooth  and  beauti- 
ful complexion,  brown  hair  worn  over  a 
cushion,  a  pair  of  bright  eyes,  an  animated 
expression,  and  a  pointed  chin.  She  was 
dressed  in  a  sort  of  pelisse,  richly  trimmed 
with  priceless  sable,  and  a  smart  little 
French  bonnet  which  bristled  with  wings. 
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"  Now,  I  will  take  no  excuse  ;  there  is 
no  occasion  for  me  to  send  you  a  formal 
card,  is  there  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  no,"  protested  Emma,  eagerly. 

'•  Then,  Christmas  Day  is  a  fixture,  re- 
member. Be  ready  at  half-past  seven, 
please,  for  Hugo  is  so  fidgety  about  his 
horses,  and  hates  them  to  be  kept  standing. 
On  second  thoughts,  had  you  not  better 
stay  all  night  ?  Yes,  that's  it !  Just  bring 
a  basket  trunk,  and  we  will  send  you  home 
after  breakfast.  Now,  now,"  with  a  gay, 
imperative  gesture,  "pray  don't  say  a  word 
— it  is  all  settled;"  and,  with  a  hasty 
good-bye,  she  was  already  at  the  door. 

But  it  was  Emma's  turn  to  introduce 
an  afterthought,  and  my  impulsive  little 
Irish  stepmother  cried,  "  Oh,  do  wait  one 
second,  Lady  Hildegarde ;  I  want  to  ask 
about  your  son."  I  was  facing  her  lady- 
ship, and  noticed  that  her  gracious  counte- 
nance had  assumed  an  impatient  expression. 
This  expression  became  absolutely  grim  as 
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the  words,  "  We  saw  him  in  London — he 
was  so  good  to  us  !  "  fell  on  her  ear. 

"  In  London  !  "  she  repeated  slowly, 
turning  about  to  confront  Emma,  and 
speaking  in  a  cool,  constrained  voice — an 
insolent  voice.  "  How  did  he  discover 
you  ?  " 

"  Quite  by  accident,  I  assure  you  !  "  Why 
should  Emma's  tone  so  suddenly  assume  an 
apologetic  key  ?    "  We  met  at  the  Stores  !  " 

"The  Stores ! " — a  pregnant  pause — "  Oh, 
so  you  were  the  people  ?  "  She  paused  again, 
and  continued  in  a  more  genial  tone,  "  I 
think  I  did  hear  something  about  it !  "  I 
was  certain  that  she  had  heard  everything 
about  it,  and  had  been  greatly  displeased; 
but  why  ? 

"  Where  is  Mr.  Everard  Somers  ?  "  pur- 
sued Emma,  rather  timidly,  'and  how 
is  he?" 

"He  is  quite  well,  and  rambling  about 
as  usual.  Well,  now,  I  must  really  go. 
Good-bye.     So  glad  to  have  seen  you,"  and 
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she  once  more  nodded  affectionately  to 
Emma.  I  opened  the  door  for  her,  and 
she  rustled  downstairs  with  a  footstep  as 
light  and  rapid  as  if  she  had  been  but 
eighteen.  In  another  moment  we  heard 
the  bang  of  the  carriage  door — a  bang  that 
seemed  to  say  to  me,  "  Thank  goodness, 
that  is  over !  " — and  then  she  drove  off. 

"  How  kind  !  "  cried  Emma.  "  Just  her 
dear  old  self,  isn't  she,  darling  ?  Now,  come, 
what  did  I  tell  you  ?  "  stroking  my  smileless 
face. 

"  I  don't  think  her  kindness  is  so  very 
remarkable,  after  all,"  I  grumbled,  as  I 
tidied  up  a  chair-back. 

"  How  difficult  it  is  to  please  you  young 
people  !  What  more  ivould  you  expect, 
than  to  be  asked  to  dinner  on  Christmas 
Day,  to  have  a  carriage  sent  for  you,  and  to 
remain  at  the  Abbey  all  night  ?  " 

I  made  no  reply-  Perhaps  I  was  grasping, 
perhaps  I  was  too  sanguine,  too  childish  ; 
but    I    had    expected     something    totally 
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different.  Happy  are  those  who  do  not 
expect ! 

"  Well,  has  she  been  to  call  yet?  "  de- 
manded Miss  Skuce,  in  a  querulous  voice, 
as  she  entered  our  apartments  the  next 
morning. 

"  Oh  yes,  last  evening,"  I  answered 
promptly,  with  a  sense  of  relief. 

"Last  evening!  Nonsense!"  was  the 
rude  response.  "  I  never  saw  the  carriage. 
It  wasn't  in  the  street." 

"At  any  rate,  it  was  here  yesterday," 
replied  Emma,  rather  stiffly. 

"  When  ?  "  very  sharply. 

"  About  half-past  five  or  six  o'clock ;  it 
was  quite  dark." 

"  Pitch  dark,  of  course.  Dear  me,  what 
a  strange  hour  1  " 

"Well,  you  see,  as  Lady  Hildegarde  says 
herself,  there  is  no  occasion  to  be  cere- 
monious with  me." 

"  That's  true,"  brightening  up.  "  And 
what  else  did  she  say  ?  " 
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"Oh,  she  talked  of  India  and  of  old  times. 
She  has  invited  us  to  dinner  on  Christmas 
Day." 

"  Come  !  that  is  a  compliment.  For,  of 
course,  it's  a  family  party.  But  how  will 
you  get  there  ?  Scott  never  hires  out  his 
flies  on  Christmas  Day." 

"Lady  Hildegarde  has  kindly  offered  to 
send  for  us." 

"  Nonsense  ! — and  Mr.  Somers  is  so 
churlish  of  his  horses  ?  " 

"  Yes,  we  are  to  sleep  at  the  Abbey  that 
night,"  said  Emma,  carelessly. 

"  Well,  upon  my  word,  I  call  that  doing 
it  comfortably.  I  am  so  glad,"  suddenly 
rising  and  wringing  Emma's  hand.  "  You 
to  ill  enjoy  it !  Christmas  at  the  Abbey ! 
You  will  have  no  end  to  tell  us.  Oh,  by 
the  way,  did  you — did  she — mention  me  ?  " 

"  No,"  was  the  rather  shamefaced  ad- 
mission. 

Miss  Skuce  looked  extremely  glum. 

"You  see,"  continued  Emma,  "  she  was 

H 
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not  here  long,  and  was  entirely  taken  up 
with  other  topics — India,  you  know.  How- 
ever, when  I  am  under  her  roof,  I  shall 
certainly  make  a  point  of  telling  her  of 
your  kindness." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no — ten  thousand  times  no  ! 
It's  not  worth  mentioning,  only  that  I  am 
sure  she  would  be  glad  to  know  that,  in  her 
absence,  her  friends  were  taken  good  care 
of.  I'll  bring  you  some  eggs  to-morrow." 
(There  had  been  a  considerable  pause  with 
regard  to  these  eggs.)  Finally  Miss  Skuce 
kissed  Emma  with  almost  passionate  fervour 
— 'believing  that  a  peeress  had  left  a  recent 
impress  on  the  same  pale  lips — and  went 
forth  in  haste  to  spread  the  news. 

It  lost  nothing  in  the  telling !  Lady 
Hildegarde  had  lunched — no,  she  had  had 
tea  with  us.  The  Hayes  were  going  to  stay 
at  the  Abbey — to  live  there.  Lady  Hilde- 
garde had  adopted  Miss  Hayes.  It  took 
ten  days  to  sift  facts  from  fiction,  and  then 
it  was  generally  allowed  that  we  were  to 
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dine  at  the  Abbey,  that  one  of  the  Abbey 
carriages  was  to  fetch  us,  and  we  were  to 
remain  all  night.  To  be  invited  to  dine 
at  the  Abbey  on  Christmas  Day  was  a 
conspicuous  favour,  and  civilities,  which 
had  somewhat  flagged  within  the  last  few 
weeks,  were  now  rekindled  more  warmly 
than  ever. 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

FOUR   IN    A    FLY. 

A  few  days  before  Christmas,  Emma  and  I 
were  taking  a  constitutional  (a  walk  for 
duty,  not  for  pleasure)  between  two  bare 
uninteresting  hedges,  about  a  mile  from 
Stonebrook.  We  had  been  stitching  all 
the  morning  at  the  dress  in  which  I  was 
to  make  my  debut  at  the  Abbey — a  rich 
white  satin,  long  and  plain,  which  Emma 
had  worn  but  once,  and  that  fitted  me 
with  surprisingly  little  alteration,  beyond 
lengthening  the  skirt. 

This  tramp  along  a  muddy  footpath  was 
the  result  of  my  companion's  extreme 
anxiety  with  respect  to  my  complexion ! 
I   had  been  forced  abroad — much  against 
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my  inclination — to  "  get  a  colour."  As 
we  trudged  together,  in  somewhat  gloomy 
silence,  a  smart  little  sandy-haired  horse- 
woman trotted  gaily  by,  followed  by  a 
groom.  She  glanced  at  us  carelessly  in 
passing,  looked  back,  and  finally  drew  up 
short.     It  was  Mrs.  Cholmondeley- 

"  Oh,  so  pleased  to  meet  you ! "  she 
cried  vivaciously  "How  do  you  do,  Mrs. 
Hayes  ? "  nodding  carelessly  to  Emma. 
Then,  leaning  down,  and  addressing  me 
particularly,  "  I'm  having  a  party  to- 
morrow night,  some  music  and  a  little 
dance.  It  would  be  a  big  dance  if  /  had 
anything  to  do  with  it ;  but  Jack  won't 
hear  of  that.  He  declares  that  it  keeps 
people  up  too  late,  and  hunting  people 
should  all  be  up  at  cockcrow.  However, 
this  function  to-morrow  will  be  over  early, 
and  I  shall  be  so  glad  if  you  can  come ! 
I'm  rather  short  of  girls — of  pretty  ones,  I 
mean.  I  can  reckon  on  any  number  of 
plain  ones !  " 


102  THE  EEAL  LADY  HILDA. 

Who  could  resist  such  an  invitation  ?  I 
hesitated.  I  felt  my  face  becoming  rather 
warm.  Surely  I  had  a  colour  now  !  Mrs. 
Cholmondeley  was  struck  by  it,  for  she 
exclaimed — 

"  Oh,  my  dear !  I  wish  I  had  your 
complexion ! — your  lovely  roses  !  " 

She  was  not  aware  that  I  owed  my  lovely 
roses  to  the  fact  that  she  had  ignored 
Emma  as  absolutely  as  if  she  had  been 
my  nurse. 

"You  know  it's  only  for  young  people, 
Mrs.  Hayes,"  she  explained.  "It  would 
bore  you  to  death.  Chaperons  are  quite 
exploded,  and  girls  go  about  everywhere 
now  by  themselves." 

"So  I  hear,"  answered  Emma,  meekly. 
"And  I  am  sure  Gwen  would  be  delighted 
to  accept  your  kind  invitation ;  but  I  don't 
think  she  could  very  well  go  alone,  and  it's 
a  long  drive." 

"  I  can  easily  settle  all  that.  The 
Bennys  shall  call  for  her.     Leave  it  all  to 
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me,  please,  and  I'll  arrange  everything. 
I'll  chaperon  her  myself,  and  take  every 
care  of  her.  Eemember,  she  is  to  wear 
her  smartest  frock,  and  bring  her  roses." 

"  But,  really,  we  scarcely  know  the  Misses 
Benny  sufficiently  well  to  ask " 

"  But  i"  know  them,  and  Fll  ask.  Now, 
please,  Mrs.  Hayes,  don't  throw  any  more 
obstacles  in  the  child's  way.  The  Bennys 
will  call  for  your  charming  daughter  at 
nine  o'clock  to-morrow  evening.  If  they 
call  in  vain,  I  shall  never,  never  speak  to 
you  again."  And,  with  a  smiling  nod,  she 
gave  her  impatient  horse  the  rein,  and 
trotted  briskly  away. 

Here  was  something  to  discuss  during 
the  remainder  of  our  walk,  and  over  our 
tea  ! 

"I  am  sure  the  Bennys  will  hate  having 
to  take  me,"  I  remarked.  "  I  would  really 
rather  brave  Mrs.  Cholmondeley's  wrath 
and  not  go.  She  might  have  asked  me 
before,    if    she    desired    my    company    so 
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much ;  and  I  think  it  is  extremely  rude 
of  her  to  leave  you  out,  and  declare  that 
you  would  be  bored.  Why  should  you  be 
more  bored  than  IV 

"You  are  quite  different,  dear.  You 
don't  understand." 

"No,  I  don't  understand,"  I  answered 
with  angry  impatience;  "and  I  am  not 
going." 

"  Oh,  but,  Gwen,  I  wish  you  to  go.  Go 
to  please  me.  You  never  get  any  variety 
or  amusement." 

"It  will  be  no  amusement  to  me  to 
drive  six  miles  cramped  up  in  a  fly  with 
the  Miss  Bennys,  and  to  sit  for  a  couple 
of  hours  with  my  back  to  the  wall,  not 
knowing  a  soul  to  speak  to." 

"  There  will  be  music ;  and  I  dare  say 
Mrs.  Cholmondeley  will  get  you  some 
partners.  Your  dress  is  ready.  I  hope  it 
won't  take  any  harm.  It  is  not  as  if  it 
was  going  to  be  a  regular  ball ;  if  it  was, 
I  should  be  afraid  to  risk  it.     I  want  to 
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keep  the  bloom  on  it  for  Christmas  Day. 
I  don't  suppose  there  will  be  a  large 
gathering  at  the  Moate,  for  I  doubt  if  Mrs. 
Cholmondeley  is  in  the  best  set.  She 
is  of  no  family,  so  Miss  Skuce  said, 
but  had  an  immense  fortune — made  in 
margarine.  It  was  kind  of  her  to  ask  you, 
darling ;  and  I  really  think  you  ought  to 
take  her  invitation  as  it  was  meant — 
and  go." 

At  this  moment  Mrs.  Gabb  appeared, 
with  a  cocked-hat  note  between  her  finger 
and  thumb. 

"  It's  from  the  Dovecote,  please,  miss ; 
and  the  boy  is  in  the  hall  waiting  for  an 
answer." 

The  missive  was  addressed  to  me,  and 
proved  to  be  unexpectedly  cordial.  It 
said — 

"Deak  Miss  Hayes, 

"  We    shall    be    delighted    to 
take  you  to  Mrs.  Cholmondeley's  to-morrow 
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evening,  and  will  call  for  you  at  a  quarter 
to  nine. 

"  Yours  very  sincerely, 

"Jessica  Benny." 

"  There  !  You  see  you  have  no  alterna- 
tive," cried  Emma,  triumphantly.  "  Just 
scribble  a  nice  little  note  and  say  that  you 
accept  their  kind  offer  with  much  pleasure." 

"When  I  had  despatched  my  reply,  and 
taken  up  my  needlework,  Emma  con- 
tinued— 

"I  wonder  if  you  will  know  any  one  in 
the  room.  I  do  hope  Lady  Hildegarde  will 
be  there.  I  am  sure  she  will  look  after 
you,  and  make  it  pleasant  for  you." 

I  was  not  so  sanguine  on  this  point,  but 
I  merely  said  with  a  laugh — 

"  Perhaps  we  shall  have  Lady  Polexfen, 
too.  Do  you  think  she  will  make  it 
pleasant  for  me?" 

"She  is  a  cold,  arrogant  wretch;  not 
one   bit  like  her  mother   or  her    brother. 
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I  wish  he  were  to  be  there.     He  would  be 
sure  to  notice  you." 

"  Notice  me  !  "  I  echoed. 

"  There,  now — there,  now  !  My  dear 
Gwen,  you  know  what  I  mean.  No 
offence,  as  they  say.  Upon  my  word,  when 
your  eyes  flash  like  that,  I  feel  quite  terri- 
fied. I  cannot  think  where  you  get  your 
pride — and  you  are  desperately  proud — 
certainly  not  from  your  poor  dear  father. 
He  had  not  a  scrap  of  pride — except — -just 
on  one  subject."  And  she  gazed  rather 
dreamily  at  the  lamp. 

"And  what  was  that  subject  ?  "  I  inquired. 

No  answer.  She  did  not  seem  to  hear 
me.     Her  thoughts  were  far  away. 

"What  subject,  Emma,"  I  repeated, 
"  was  my  father's  one  sensitive  point  ?  " 

"Oh" — rather  confusedly — "it  was  an 
old,  old  story-  It  is  no  use  in  recalling 
it  now.  Would  you  mind  running  into  my 
room,  dear,  and  fetching  me  the  large 
scissors?  " 
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It  was  evident  that  my  usually  commu- 
nicative stepmother  wished  to  change  the 
conversation. 

The  next  evening  I  placed  myself  and 
my  toilet  entirely  in  Emma's  hands.  She 
was  a  clever  hairdresser,  and  lingered  long 
over  my  adornment;  it  being,  as  she  con- 
fessed to  me,  "  a  labour  of  love."  When 
the  last  pin  had  been  fastened,  she  sur- 
veyed me  with  an  air  of  critical  approval, 
and  said — 

"  Now,  Gwen,  look  at  yourself,  and  tell 
me  your  candid  opinion  of  Miss  Hayes  ?  " 

I  rose  up  and  surveyed  my  appearance 
in  a  narrow  little  mirror  in  her  wardrobe, 
whilst  Emma  stood  on  a  chair  and  held 
the  flat  candle  triumphantly  over  my  head. 

I  wore  my  thick  fair  hair  turned  off  my 
face  as  usual ;  a  long  plain  white  satin 
gown,  a  lace  fichu  knotted  in  front,  and  a 
little  gold  necklet  and  locket  which  had 
once  belonged  to  my  own  mother. 

"I  think,  since   you   ask   me,"   I   said, 
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"that  Miss  Hayes  is  absurdly  over-dressed, 
most  unsuitably  got  up.  This  magnificent 
satin,  this  cobwebby  lace,  are  ridiculously 
out  of  place  on  me.u 

"They  don't  look  out  of  place,  I  can 
assure  you;  you  become  them  to  the 
manner  born.  You  might  be  a  countess 
in  your  own  right,  as  far  as  your  appear- 
ance and  style  are  concerned.  I  must  say, 
Gwen,  that  you  are  a  girl  that  it  is  a 
pleasure  to  dress ;  you  have  quite  a  grand 
air,  such  a  remarkable  carriage." 

"  Carriage  !  "  I  repeated,  with  a  laugh  of 
scorn.  "  I  wish  I  had  a  carriage — yes, 
and  a  pair — so  that  I  need  not  intrude 
upon  the  Miss  Bennys  ;  three  in  a  fly 
are  too  many-" 

"  Oh,  and  do  take  care  of  your  gown, 
darling ;  lift  it  up  well,  and  hold  the  train 
in  your  lap.  This  is  only  a  dress  rehearsal 
for  Christmas  Day,  and  I  should  be  so  vexed 
if  you  got  your  frock  tumbled  or  soiled." 
I  promised  in  the  most  solemn  manner 
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to  take  the  greatest  care  of  rny  toilet,  and 
refused  for  the  tenth  time  the  eagerly- 
pressed  loan  of  her  diamond  brooch,  "just 
to  give  the  lace  a  finish." 

"  My  dear  Emma,  I  am  going  to  this 
party  to  please  you ;  I  am  wearing  lace 
and  satin  fit  for  a  duchess  to  please  you ; 
but  I  really  must  decline  the  diamonds. 
As  it  is,  people  will  be  quite  sufficiently 
tickled,  when  they  compare  my  costume 
with  my  position  and  surroundings  ;  they 
will  say  all  sorts  of  nasty  things." 

"  They  will  say  you  are  a  princess  in 
disguise !  " 

"Pooh!  they  will  say  I  am  a  pauper 
who  has  been  swindling  some  London 
dressmaker !  I  shall  make  myself  small, 
and  sit  in  a  corner,  and  try  and  escape 
notice,"  and  I  sailed  into  the  sitting- 
room. 

Here  I  found  an  immediate  opportunity 
of  testing  the  effect  of  my  transformation. 
Mrs.  G-abb,  who  (as  an  excuse  to  obtain  a 
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private  view)  was  making  up  the  fire, 
dropped  the  poker  with  a  frightful  clang, 
as  she  ejaculated — 

' '  Good  laws — laws  me !  Well — I  never ! ' ' 
which  I  accepted  as  a  very  handsome  tribute 
to  my  splendid  appearance.  In  another 
five  minutes  the  glories  of  my  costume 
were  concealed  beneath  a  long  fur-trimmed 
evening  cloak  (yet  another  relic  of  Emma's 
wealthy  days),  and  I  found  myself  shut 
into  a  fly,  with  my  back  to  the  horse,  and 
driving  away  with  the  two  Miss  Benny s 
and  Mrs.  Montmorency  Green,  their  cousin. 
I  ventured  to  thank  them,  rather  timidly  - 

"  It  is  so  very  kind  of  you  to  take  me," 
I  murmured ;  "  and  I  am  quite  ashamed 
of  crushing  you  like  this." 

"Well,  you  must  only  make  yourself  as 
small  as  you  can,"  said  the  elder,  with 
asperity.  "We  would  do  anything  to  oblige 
dear  Mrs.  Cholmondeley ;  and  she  made 
quite  a  point  of  our  taking  you  with  us." 

The  tone  in  which  this  was  said  left  no 


ii2  THE  EEAL  LADY  HILDA. 

doubt  on  my  mind  that  Miss  Benny  was 
extremely  surprised  at  Mrs.  Cholmondeley's 
enthusiasm. 

"  I  suppose  it  will  not  be  a  large  party  ?  " 
I  hazarded,  still  more  timidly - 

"  Not  a  large  party  !  We  shall  have  half 
the  county ;  every  one  will  be  there.  The 
Moate  is  such  a  dear  old  place — splendid 
pictures,  grand  reception-rooms — and  the 
Cholmondeleys  do  everything  so  well ;  they 
gave  three  weeks'  invitation,  so  it's  sure 
to  be  extra  smart !  " 

Three  weeks'  invitation,  and  I  had  been 
asked  at  the  eleventh  hour  !  I  now  shrank 
into  my  corner  of  the  fly  and  relapsed  into 
silence,  feeling  as  small  as  Miss  Benny 
could  possibly  desire. 

As  we  bowled  steadily  along  the  hard 
country  roads,  my  three  companions 
launched  into  the  news  of  the  neighbour- 
hood, entirely  ignoring  my  presence.  I 
gathered  that  Mrs.  Montmorency  Green 
was   a  new-comer,    and  that  her    cousins 
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were   anxious   to   post  her  up   in   all   the 
fashionable  intelligence. 

"  They  have  a  large  house-party  at  the 
Moate,  and  there  will  be  a  lawn  meet 
to-morrow,"  said  Miss  Benny- 

"I  wonder  if  the  Somers  will  give  a 
dance  this  winter?  "  added  her  sister.  "I 
should  like  Annie  here  to  see  the  Abbey — 
it's  such  a  wonderful  old  place.  The  library 
is  what  was  once  the  monks'  refectory." 

"  Oh,  there  will  be  no  dances  at  the 
Abbey  now  that  Lady  Hildegarde  has 
married  her  daughter,"  remarked  her  sister 
decisively. 

"  But  she  has  a  son !  " 
"  My  dear  Jessica,  a  mother  does  not  give 
balls  for  her  son :   she  leaves  that  to  other 
women  !  " 

"  They  have  lost  a  lot  of  money  lately ; 
old  Mr.  Somers  is  in  his  dotage,  and  has 
burnt  his  fingers  badly  over  investments 
in  South  America,  and  the  son  must  marry 
money.     Both  families  wish  him  to  marry  " 
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— here  the  fly  rattled  over  a  sheet  of  stones, 
and  I  lost  the  name.  "  His  mother  is  quite 
determined  about  it.  I  don't  call  her  a 
good-looking  girl,  and  I  can't  imagine  what 
any  of  the  men  see  in  her,  except  unlimited 
effrontery.  She  calls  herself  advanced.  1 
call  her  abominably  fast.  She  goes  about 
everywhere  alone,  just  as  she  pleases,  hunts, 
and  keeps  racehorses.  They  say  her  style 
of  conversation  is  most  extraordinary.  She 
shoots,  smokes,  fishes,  and  rules  her  poor 
father  with  a  rod  of  iron.  In  fact,  she  is 
just  like  a  young  man  !  " 

"  Only,  young  men  don't  generally  rule 
their  fathers  with  a  rod  of  iron,"  said  the 
cousin,  smartly 

"And  I  don't  believe  that  she  keeps 
racehorses,"  put  in  Miss  Jessica. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  her.  I  hope  she 
will  be  at  this  place  to-night,"  remarked 
Mrs.  Green.  "If  she  is,  you  must  be  sure 
and  point  her  out." 

"  Oh,   you    may    easily   recognize    her ! 
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She  is  always  surrounded  by  a  multitude 
of  men,  and  you  can  hear  her  voice  above 
the  band  !  "  rejoined  Miss  Benny.  Then, 
suddenly,  to  me,  "Are  you  asleep,  Miss 
Hayes  ?  " 

"Oh  no." 

"  I'm  afraid" — with  a  sigh — "you  will 
find  it  rather  dull  to-night,  as  you  are  a 
stranger,  and  know  so  few  people.  How- 
ever, you  can  amuse  yourself  looking  at 
the  pictures — they  are  all  masterpieces, 
and  there  is  sure  to  be  a  good  supper." 

I  made  no  reply.  No  doubt  I  must 
make  up  my  mind  to  play  the  role  of 
looker-on;  I  was  well  accustomed  to  the 
part. 

We  were  now  in  the  avenue,  which  was 
very  long,  and  quite  a  string  of  carriages 
were  already  disgorging  their  contents. 
We  drove  under  a  portico,  stepped  out  on 
red  cloth,  were  ushered  up  by  powdered 
footmen,  and  passed  on  to  the  ladies'  room, 
where  three  or  four  smart  maids  were  ready 
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to  relieve  us  of  our  wraps.  The  Miss 
Bennys  and  their  cousin  nodded  to  several 
acquaintances,  and  made  a  bold  and  com- 
bined assault  upon  the  dressing-table.  The 
sisters  Benny  were  dressed  alike  in  prim 
black  evening  dresses,  with  stiff  little 
bouquets  pinned  in  on  the  left  side — just 
over  the  region  of  the  heart.  Their  hair 
was  extremely  neat,  and  really  their  anxiety 
was  unnecessary ;  however,  they  powdered 
their  noses  and  twitched  their  fringes ; 
meanwhile,  I  had  divested  myself  of  my 
long  mantle,  and  patiently  awaited  their 
good  pleasure. 

At  last  they  were  ready,  and  as  Miss 
Benny's  eyes  fell  on  me  I  saw  a  change 
come  over  her  whole  face.  She  glanced 
expressively  afi  her  relatives,  and  then 
again  at  me.  As  I  waited  humbly  for  her 
to  pass  out,  she  found  her  voice. 

"Upon  my  word!  "  she  exclaimed,  with 
a  very  forced  smile.  "If  we  are  to  go  by 
appearances,    Miss    Hayes" — now  looking 
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me  up  and  down  from  head  to  foot — "we 
should  walk  after  you!"  And  then,  with 
a  violent  toss  of  her  head,  she  led  the 
way  out  of  the  room,  followed  by  her 
cousin,  Miss  Jessica  Benny,  and  last  and 
least — myself. 
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We  passed  into  a  large,  oak-panelled  hall, 
and  then  up  a  wide,  shallow  staircase, 
carpeted  with  soft  crimson  carpet,  and 
lined  with  large  oil  paintings,  chiefly 
portraits.  At  the  head  of  the  stairs  we 
were  received  by  Mrs.  Cholmondeley,  all 
smiles,  diamonds,  and  blue  crepe.  She  was 
surrounded  by  a  crowd  which  appeared  to 
have  overflowed  from  the  reception  rooms. 
Our  hostess  passed  on  my  three  com- 
panions, with  three  smiles  and  three 
hurried  nods,  but  looked  at  me  for  quite 
five  seconds,  and,  putting  forth  a  most 
dainty  hand,  drew  me  affectionately  to- 
wards her. 
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"  She  is  in  my  charge  now,"  she  called 
after  the  Miss  Bennys.  "  Thank  you  so 
much.  Dear  me  !  "  she  continued,  turning 
to  me  with  a  little  dry  laugh,  "  do  you 
know  that  you  are  a  very  pretty  and 
distinguished-looking  girl,  and  are  bound 
to  be  the  belle  of  the  evening  ?  Yes, 
indeed,  my  charming,  blushing  Cinderella. 
Aubrey  Price,  come  here,"  beckoning  to 
an  extremely  lackadaisical  young  man,  who 
now  lazily  approached.  "  I  give  Miss 
Hayes  into  your  charge.  Take  the  greatest 
care  of  her.  Take  her  to  the  refreshment- 
room — tli3  morning-room,  you  know — and 
get  her  tea — or  something." 

And,  behold !  I  was  launched  out  there 
and  then  into  an  acquaintance.  My  cavalier 
surveyed  me,  and  I  surveyed  my  cavalier, 
with  much  gravity.  He  was  fair,  slight, 
rather  good-looking,  and  clean-shaven.  He 
displayed  a  vast  expanse  of  shirt-front,  and 
wore  a  pair  of  exquisitely  fitting  gloves. 

"  Well,  I  suppose  we  must  obey  orders," 
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lie  answered,  "whether  you  want  tea  or 
not." 

We  accordingly  wended  our  way  to 
the  buffet,  where  he  exerted  himself  to 
procure  me  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  stood 
and  watched  me  as  I  sipped  it.  I  looked 
up  suddenly,  and  caught  his  rather  small, 
keen  blue  eyes  fixed  on  me,  and  nearly 
upset  the  contents  of  my  cup  over  the 
front  of  my  immaculate  white  gown. 

"These  sort  of  half-and-half  affairs  are 
ghastly,"  he  remarked,  as  he  took  my  cup. 
"  Don't  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  do  not,"  I  answered  bravely,  for 
this  fine  old  house,  crowds  of  gay,  well- 
dressed  people,  delicious  strains  of  a  string 
band,  lights,  flowers,  pictures,  were  to  my 
mind  extremely  enjoyable.  "  But,  of  course, 
I  should  prefer  a  real  dance." 

"And  I  should  not"  he  rejoined  ener- 
getically. "  Here,  at  least,  you  can  sneak 
away  and  go  to  sleep  in  a  comfortable  arm- 
chair ;  but  at  what  you  call  a  '  real  dance,' 
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npon  my  word,  the  way  in  which  hostesses 
drive  and  hustle  one  about  is  enough  to  call 
for  the  intervention  of  the  police  or  the 
Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to 
Animals ;  and,  if  you  stand  against  a  wall, 
people  trample  on  your  feet !  "  At  the  mere 
recollection  of  his  sufferings,  he  almost 
looked  as  if  he  was  going  to  cry. 

"The  remedy  is  in  your  own  hands,"  I 
replied  unfeelingly-     "  Dance." 

"  No,  no," — shaking  his  head, — "  not  if  I 
know  it.  I  don't  mind  sitting  out  now  and 
then,  just  to  oblige  ;  but  I  draw  the  line  at 
dancing.     I'm  too  old." 

I  gazed  at  him  in  amazement.  He  could 
not  be  more  than  four-  or  five-and-twenty 
at  the  most. 

"  Then  why  do  you  go  to  dances,  where 
you  are  so  cruelly  ill-used?"  I  asked; 
"  hustled,  as  you  say,  and  driven  about  and 
trampled  on  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  only  go  when  duty  calls  me,  and, 
thank  goodness,  that  is  not  often.     When 
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the  ball  is  given  by  one's  cousin's  cousin, 
or  one's  aunt,  or  some  old  pal  of  my 
governor's." 

"  Then  your  father  is  actually  alive  ?  " 
"Alive!      I   should   think   so!      And   a 
younger  man  than  I  am.     He  dances,  so 
does  my  mother." 

"  Eeally !     And  you  go  about  in  a  bath- 
chair  ?  " 

"Well,  not  just-  yet.  I'm  not  altogether 
so  feeble  as  I  look  " — in  a  bantering  tone. 
" 1  say,  are  you  staying  in  the  house  ?  " 
"  No  ;  I  have  only  just  arrived." 
"  Then  " — with  much  animation — "  did 
you  notice  if  it  was  freezing  when  you  came 
along  ?  " 

"  No  ;  it  was  just  beginning  to  drizzle." 
"  Then  that's  all  right.  You  see,  the 
hounds  meet  here  to-morrow,  the  best  draw 
at  this  side  of  the  county,  and  the  country 
is  all  plain  sailing,  very  sound  going.  You 
hunt,  of  course  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed.     But  do  you  ?  " 
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"  Don't  I  ?  Every  one  hunts  down  here. 
I've  had  fifty  days  this  winter  already." 

"  Oh,  then  you  are  not  too  decrepit  to 
ride?  "  I  inquired. 

He  stared  at  me  for  a  second,  and  burst 
into  a  roar  of  laughter  as  he  answered — 

"  I  hunt  six  days  a  week  regular;  there's 
nothing  to  touch  it." 

"You  must  require  a  good  many  horses." 

"Yes,  pretty  well;  I  have  thirty,  but 
two  of  them  are  dead  lame,  and  three  are 
mere  jumping  hacks.  Would  you  like  to 
come  downstairs  and  do  the  picture-gallery? 
This  blessed  demi-semi  dance  won't  begin 
for  an  hour." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  pictures  very 
much  indeed,"  I  answered;  and  we  made 
our  way  slowly  back  to  the  head  of  the 
stairs.  The  crowd  was  immense.  There 
seemed  to  be  two  or  three  hundred  people 
present.  The  grand  staircase  was  deserted 
now  Guests  had  arrived  and  ebbed  away  to 
the  ballroom  or  tearoom.      We  descended 
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the  delightfully  shallow  stairs  side  by  side, 
I  moving  with  the  dignity  due  to  my 
rich  satin  train,  which  trailed  behind  me 
languidly 

There  were  some  new  arrivals  in  the 
hall,  chiefly  men.  One  of  them  looked  up 
suddenly,  and  I  saw  that  it  was  Mr.  Somers. 
He  contemplated  me  and  my  cavalier  with 
unconcealed  surprise.  However,  he  had 
evidently  made  up  his  mind  that  I  was  no 
ghost,  but  my  own  solid  self,  for  as  I  put 
my  white  slipper  on  the  last  step,  he  came 
forward  with  an  outstretched  hand,  and 
said — 

"How  do  you  do,  Miss  Hayes?  You 
were  the  last  to  speed  me,  and  almost 
the  first  person  I  meet  when  T  return 
home.  Hullo,  Aubrey,"  to  my  companion, 
"going  strong,  eh?  How  are  all  the 
horses  ?  " 

"Oh,  fairly  fit.  When  did  you  come 
back  ?  " 

"  This  afternoon ;  and  my  sister  put  me 
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on  duty  at  once,  you  see.  She  is  stopping 
all  night  for  the  meet  to-morrow,  and  so 
am  I." 

"  So  am  I,"  echoed  the  other  trium- 
phantly 

"  How  is  Mrs.  Hayes  ?  "  inquired  Mr. 
Somers.     "  Is  she  here  this  evening  ?  " 

"  She  is  pretty  well,  thank  you.  No,  she 
is  not  here  to-night." 

"  Are  you  staying  in  the  neighbour- 
hood ?  " 

"Yes;  for  the  present — at  Stonebrook." 

"  I'm  delighted  to  hear  it.  Where  are 
you  bound  for,  Aubrey  ?  " 

"  We  are  going  to  do  the  pictures.  I'm 
showman." 

"  What  a  preposterous  fraud !  Miss 
Hayes,  he  knows  no  more  of  pictures  than 
he  does  of  making  a  watch  !  I'll  take  you 
round  the  gallery ;  at  least,  I  know  a 
Landseer  from  a  Rubens." 

"Not  a  little  bit  of  it,"  rejoined  the 
other.     "  Miss  Hayes  was  given  into   my 
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sole  charge — were  you  not,  Miss  Hayes  ? — 
and  I  am  responsible  for  her.  Go  upstairs 
— you  will  find  some  old  friends,"  he  added, 
rather  significantly. 

During  this  polite  competition  for  my 
company,  Miss  Benny  and  her  cousin  had 
been  hovering  about  in  our  vicinity,  and 
now  accosted  me — 

"Ahem,  Miss  Hayes,  my  dear,  the 
dancing  will  not  begin  for  half  an  hour ; 
don't  you  think  you  had  better  come  and 
sit  with  us  till  then  ?  " 

But  I  had  not  forgotten  my  recent  treat- 
ment at  her  hands,  and  said — 

11  Oh,  thank  you,  Miss  Benny,  I  am 
just  going  to  see  the  pictures,  as  you 
recommended,  and  you  know  I  have  sat  with 
you  for  nearly  an  hour  already  in  the  fly, 
and  you  will  have  me  again  going  back." 

Miss  Benny  sniffed,  glared,  and  backed 
herself  away  in  purple  wrath. 

"  I  see  you  are  a  match  for  Miss  Benny," 
said  Mr.  Sorners,  with  a  grin. 
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"  Miss  Hayes  is  a  match  for  most  people. 
She  has  been  pitching  into  me  for  not 
dancing,"  said  my  escort  with  serene  com- 
placency. 

"And  quite  right  too;  you  are  a  lazy 
beggar !  " 

But  I  noticed  that  Mr.  Somers  looked 
at  me  with  a  puzzled  air.  I  dare  say  he 
scarcely  recognized  the  meek,  shabbily 
dressed  girl  of  last  July  in  the  present  Miss 
Hayes.  I  was  puzzled  also  —  I  scarcely 
recognized  myself.  I  was  tete  montee  ;  my 
surroundings,  my  splendid  gown,  had  trans- 
formed me  ;  it  was  certainly  another  young 
woman,  a  total  stranger,  who  was  saunter- 
ing about  in  my  body,  and  treading  on  air ! 

"  When  the  dancing  begins,  I  shall  fetch 
you,  Miss  Hayes.  I  hope  you  will  givo 
me  the  first  waltz,"  and  ho  took  out  a 
small  pencil,  "  and  two  others.  May  I  have 
five  and  ten  ?  " 

"Yes;  but  I  should  warn  you  that  I  am 
not  an  experienced  performer." 
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"  So  much  the  better ;  you  won't  want 
to  steer,"  writing  rapidly  on  his  shirt  cuff. 

To  my  great  surprise  I  saw  Mr.  Aubrey 
Price  also  preparing  his  shirt  cuff  for 
manuscript. 

"  And  I — how  many  may  I  have,  if  you 
please  ?  " 

"  Oh,  really,  I  should  not  like  to  victimize 
you,"  I  protested. 

"  Nonsense  !  Shall  we  say  the  first  square 
and  the  pas  de  quatre  ?  " 

"  Very  well,  if  it  will  not  be  too  fatiguing 
for  you,"  I  replied,  and  he  also  scribbled  on 
his  cuff,  and  then  we  walked  on  into  the 
picture-gallery. 

The  gallery  was  full  of  people,  and 
between  looking  at  them  and  the  pictures 
the  moments  flew  I  had  not  half  made 
the  tour  of  the  paintings  when  I  found 
Mr.  Somers  already  claiming  me.  We 
went  upstairs  to  the  dancing-room — two 
immense  drawing-rooms,  decorated  with 
flowers  and  palms.    The  deep  windows  held 
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seats,  and  there  were  two  or  three  sofas 
at  one  end  of  the  ballroom,  otherwise  it 
was  empty.  A  string  band  was  stationed 
in  the  conservatory.  Many  couples  wero 
swimming  round  to  the  strains  of  the 
Hydropaten  waltz,  and  in  another  second 
Mr.  Somers  and  I  had  joined  them. 

The  floor  was  perfect,  and  the  music 
corresponded.  Dancing  came  to  me  almost 
by  nature,  and  I  had  been  extremely  well 
taught ;  then  I  was  young,  slender,  tireless. 
We  went  round,  and  round,  and  round, 
with  an  easy  swing,  until  the  waltz  ceased 
in  one  long-drawn-out,  woe-begone  wail. 

"Thank  you,"  said  my  partner;  "that 
loas  a  treat  !  Your  estimation  of  your 
dancing  is  too  modest.  You  dance  like  a 
South  American." 

As  I  had  never  seen  a  South  American, 
I  could  not  say  whether  that  was  a  compli- 
ment or  otherwise.  Whilst  we  threaded 
our  way  into  the  tea-room,  I  noticed  that 
my  partner  appeared  to  know  every  one, 
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and  that  they  all  seemed  glad  to  see 
him.  Smiling  ladies  accosted  him  and 
asked  when  he  had  come  back ;  men 
slapped  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  I  noticed 
that  some  looked  hard  at  him,  and  then 
sharply  at  me.  At  last  we  reached  our 
goal,  and  as  he  brought  me  an  ice  he 
said — 

"  Where  did  you  learn  to  dance  ?  " 
"  In  Paris.    I  was  at  school   there   for 
four  years." 

"  Then,  of  course,  you  speak  French  like 
a  native  ?  " 

"  I  can  make  myself  understood." 
"  I  see  you  are  accustomed  to  underrate 
your  accomplishments.  Shall  we  go  into 
the  next  room,  and  get  out  of  this  crush  ?  " 
We  moved  into  what  was  Mrs.  Chol- 
mondeley's  boudoir,  and  was  now  reserved 
for  sitters-out.  Here  I  recognized  several 
familiar  faces.  Amongst  them  the  Miss 
Bennys  and  their  cousin,  who  were  seated 
in  a  row  watching  me.     Close   beside  us, 
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before  the  fire,  stood  an  animated,  not  to 
say  noisy  group,  consisting  of  half  a  dozen 
young  men  and  several  girls.     One  of  the 
latter  was  the  centre  of  attraction ;   every 
one  of  the  others  seemed  to   address  her, 
or  to  wish   for  her  sole   attention,  and  I 
did    not    wonder.       She    appeared    to   be 
exceedingly   vivacious   and    amusing,   and 
was  pretty  and  uncommon-looking.     Her 
costume  was  peculiar,  but  I  rightly  guessed 
it   to  be   the   work  of  a  Parisian  artiste. 
The    body  was  of    black   crepe  de   Chine 
gathered  into  bands    of  gold  embroidery, 
the    shirt    of  white   brocade,  with  a  thick 
border    of  Neapolitan   violets;    a  crimson 
crepe  scarf  was  tied  negligently  round  her 
dainty  waist,  violets  were  tucked  into  her 
bodice  and  her  hair,  which   was  fair   and 
very   abundant.     She   had  pencilled,   dark 
eyebrows,    and    dark     grey    eyes,    which 
former  afforded   a  striking  contrast  to  her 
light  locks.     I  never  saw  any  one  with  a 
more  piquant  expression,   or  with   such   a 
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wonderfully  varied  play  of  features.  She 
wore  unusually  long  gloves,  and  brandished 
an  enormous  black  feather  fan,  as  she 
talked  with  much  volubility.  Suddenly  she 
caught  sight  of  my  companion,  and  paused 
as  he  said — 

"  How  are  you,  Miss  Chalgrove  ?  " 

"Why,  Everard ! "  she  exclaimed,  "I 
had  no  idea  you  were  here,  though  I  knew 
you  were  expected.  Why  did  you  not 
come  with  Maudie  ?  " 

" 1  had  only  just  arrived,  and,  like  you 
ladies,  I  had  all  my  unpacking  to  do,  and 
to  dress  and  fix  my  hair." 

"  But  you  had  no  dinner  here ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  had  something  on  the  stairs, 
like  the  children.  Have  you  had  good 
sport  this  winter  ?  " 

"  Capital !  I've  brought  one  of  my  gees 
here  ;  father  is  here,  too.  He  has  brought 
old  Champion." 

"  I  saw  him  going  very  well  on  Saturday 
week,"  put  in  a  tall,  thin  man.     "From 


THE  CHALGEOVE  EYEBEOWS.  133 

Benson's  Cross,  you  know-  He  was  quite 
in  the  first  flight  in  that  second  run,  you 
remember." 

And  now  every  one  of  these  people  began 
to  talk  clamorously,  and  at  once — and  all 
about  hunting.  Their  conversation  was 
extraordinary  (to  an  outsider).  Mr.  Somers 
was  drawn  into  the  conversation,  and  was 
not  a  whit  behind-hand;  but  just  flowed 
like  a  tide  into  the  subject,  as  interested 
and  excited  as  the  most  rabid  fox-hunter 
among  them.  I  caught  such  scraps  as — 
"  Got  hung  up  in  a  nasty  corner,"  "  Miss 
Flagg  at  the  bottom  of  a  ditch,  her 
saddle  in  one  field,  her  horse  in  the  other," 
"scent  catchy,"  "foxes  not  very  good," 
"drains  all  open,"  "the  pace  terrific," 
"  the  ladies  screaming  behind  him."  It 
was  all  Greek  to  me. 

I  stood  a  little  aloof,  though  not  con- 
spicuously so — for  the  room  was  full — and 
watched  this  girl.  She  had  a  loud,  clear, 
far-carrying    voice     and    laugh;    she    was 
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small,  slight,  and  dazzlingly  fair,  her  fair 
skin  enhanced  by  her  black  brows  and 
lashes.  Somehow,  her  face  seemed  familiar 
to  me ;  she  was  like  some  one  I  knew. 
Who  could  it  be  ?  As  I  meditated,  I  glanced 
unconsciously  into  the  great  mirror  above 
the  chimney-piece,  in  which  we  were  all 
reflected,  and  instantly  recognized  who  it 
was  that  she  resembled.  It  was  myself ! 
I  recalled  with  a  sudden  thrill  that  my  own 
mother's  name  was  Chalgrove.  Perhaps 
this  girl  was  some  connection — perhaps  my 
cousin  !     More  unlikely  things  might  be  ! 

She  was  smart,  popular,  pretty,  wealthy, 
and  what  is  known  as  "  in  the  swim." 
She  was  holding  quite  a  small  court  on 
the  hearthrug — a  gay,  quick-witted,  and 
capricious  queen. 

What  a  contrast  to  myself — a  poor  obscure 
nobody,  and  at  the  present  moment  nothing 
more  nor  less  than  a  mere  daw  decked  out 
in  peacock's  feathers  !  I  gazed  at  Miss 
Chalgrove  —  I    had    heard   of    her  —  Lord 
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Chalgrove's  sole  child  and  heiress.  I 
stared  at  her  contemplatively  in  the  mirror ; 
suddenly  she  looked  up,  and  our  eyes  met. 
Whatever  she  was  about  to  say  died  away 
in  a  sort  of  broken  sentence,  and  then  she 
unexpectedly  touched  me  on  the  arm  with 
her  fan,  and  said  with  a  radiant  smile — 

"  Yes,  I  see  it  too !  Is  it  not  extra- 
ordinary ?  We  are  as  like  as  the  proverbial 
two  peas  ;  only  you  are  the  better  looking 
of  the  two — the  sweet  pea,  and  I  am  the 
common  or  garden  pea  !  Joking  apart,  we 
might  be  sisters.  Where  did  you  get  the 
Chalgrove  eyebrows  and  upper  lip  ?  " 

I  coloured  furiously,  for  I  was  instantly 
the  centre  of  attention.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  every  eye  was  fastened  on  my  face,  and 
the  distinctive  Chalgrove  features  !  To  my 
immense  relief,  Mrs.  Cholmondeley  at  this 
moment  made  a  sort  of  swoop  into  our  circle, 
saying  as  she  did  so — 

"  Come  away,  my  dearest  child !  you 
have  fallen  for  your  sins  into  the  hunting 
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set.  They  can  talk,  think,  dream  of 
nothing  else.  Were  they  not  talking  of 
horses  ?  Oh,  Mr.  Somers,  your  sister  is 
looking  for  you." 

I  heard  a  scrap  of  another  conversation 
as  I  was  being  swept  off — the  words,  "  My 
double — who  is  she  ?  " 

"  I  see,"  continued  my  hostess,  "you  are 
getting  on  capitally !  I'm  going  to  intro- 
duce you  to  Sir  Fulke  Martin.  He  asked 
to  be  presented.  He  is  immensely  rich, 
so  be  sure  you  are  very  nice  to  him  1 " 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

"we  need  not  ask  if  you  have  enjoyed 
youeself." 

Sib  Fulke,  who  appeared  to  be  expecting 
us,  was  a  stout,  bald  gentleman,  with,  a 
pair  of  hard  brown  eyes  and  a  fixed  smile. 
He  bowed  profoundly  over  his  stiff  shirt- 
front,  as  we  were  introduced ;  then  Mrs. 
Cholmondeley  immediately  cut  me  adrift, 
saying  in  her  quick  little  way — 

"  Now,  Sir  Fulke,  there  is  a  dance  going 
on.  Do  take  Miss  Hayes  into  the  ball- 
room!  " 

Sir  Fulke  piloted  me  carefully-  -danced 
with  me  carefully,  but  there  was  not  the 
same  swing  and  go  as  with  my  former 
partner.  Sir  Fulke  gasped  out  several 
leading    questions,    and    threw    out    filmy 
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feelers  in  order  to  discover  who  I  was,  and 
where  I  came  from.  I  did  not  satisfy  his 
curiosity.  Perhaps,  if  he  had  known  that 
he  was  merely  dancing  with  Miss  Hayes, 
who  lived  in  cheap  lodgings  in  Stonebrook, 
he  would  have  abandoned  me  in  the  middle 
of  the  room  !  He  was  very  full  of  informa- 
tion about  himself,  and  talked  of  his  place, 
his  shooting,  his  hunters,  his  intimate 
friend  the  Duke  of  Albion,  and  his  sister 
la  Comtesse  de  Boulotte. 

As  we  danced,  he  paused  several  times 
to  rest  and  to  take  breath,  and  as  we  stood 
against  the  wall  on  one  occasion,  I  found 
that  my  neighbour  was  Miss  Chalgrove. 

"Ah,  so  here  you  are!"  she  exclaimed 
gaily.  "We  ought  to  know  one  another, 
don't  you  think  so — and  without  any  formal 
introduction?  Are  you  staying  in  Stone- 
brook?" 

"Yes,  for  the  present." 

"You  hunt,  of  course?"  gazing  at  me 
eagerly. 
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"Not  I.  I  have  never  even  been  on  a 
horse's  back." 

"  WJiat ! "  she  ejaculated,  as  if  such  an 
idea  was  too  difficult  to  grasp. 

"  Then  we  are  not  alike  in  everything. 
Why,  I " — touching  herself  with  her  fan — 
"  live  in  the  saddle — spend  my  days  there, 
and  would  sleep  there  if  it  were  possible." 

"  Yes,  I  know-  I've  heard  you  are  a 
splendid  horsewoman." 

"  I'm  going  to  have  such  a  day  to- 
morrow !  I've  brought  over  a  new  hunter, 
a  French  steeplechaser,  and  mean  to  cut 
them  all  down — men  and  women.  Look 
out,  and  you'll  see  an  account  in  the  Field." 

"Yes — I  shall  certainly  look  for  it,  and 
I  hope  you  will  get  the  brush." 

"Have  you  any  sisters?"  she  asked 
suddenly. 

"  No — no  sisters  or  brothers." 

"  Neither  have  I.    How  I  wish " 

"Whatever  she  was  about  to  wish  was 
cut  short  by  her  impatient  partner,  who 
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now  put  in  his  claim,  and  plunged  along 
with  her  into  the  revolving  crowd. 

I  danced  with  Mr.  Aubrey  Price  (the 
owner  of  thirty  hunters),  and  as  we  sub- 
sequently promenaded  in  the  long  corridor, 
we  encountered  a  spare,  grey-haired,  gentle- 
manly man,  who  stared  so  fixedly  at  me 
that  I  felt  quite  uncomfortable. 

"  That  is  Lord  Chalgrove,"  said  Mr. 
Price.     "  He  looked  as  if  he  knew  you  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  he  does  not.  I  have  never  seen 
him  in  my  life." 

"  "Well,  I  hope  he  will  manage  to  recog- 
nize you  again,  at  any  rate.  I  wish  he 
would  keep  his  daughter  in  order  !  What 
do  you  think  she  said  to  me  just  now  ?  " 

"I  am  sure  I  cannot  imagine." 

"  That  she  would  like  to  hold  a  class  to 
teach  young  men  manners  ?  " 

"  Were  you  to  be  a  pupil  ?  " 

"  Of  course !  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  my 
would-be  teacher  comes  to  grief  to-morrow. 
It's  a  nasty  country,  tricky  fences,  and,  by 
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Jove  !  by  all  accounts,  she  has  got  a  horse 
to  match." 

"Why  docs  her  father  allow  her  to  rido 
him  ?  " 

"Allow  her  !  It's  little  you  know  Dolly 
Chalgrove.  She  allows  him  to  hunt — she 
allows  him  to  call  his  soul  his  own  !  He 
gives  her  a  very  loose  rein  ;  he  is  a  widower, 
you  see,  and  she's  his  only  child,  and  very 
clever  and  taking,  and  like  a  sister  of  his 
that  was  ill-treated  and  that  died,  and  so 
he  makes  it  up  to  Dolly.  Capital  business 
for  Dolly,  eh?" 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  it  is,  in  some  ways." 

"  A  wonderful  girl  to  ride  to  hounds,  has 
a  string  of  hunters  and  pays  top  prices ; 
very  odd,  but  very  good-hearted  and  genuine 
— no  nonsense  about  her.  They  say  she  is 
to  marry  Somers.  I'm  not  sure  that  he 
quite  sees  it,  but  his  mother  is  awfully 
keen  on  it.  He  will  be  Lord  Chalgrove  if 
he  lives  long  enough ;  his  father  is  the  next 
male  heir,  and  it  would  be  a  sound  thing  to 
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keep  the  money  and  the  title  in  the  same 
family-    The  Somers  are  fearfully  hard  up." 

"  Are  they  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  so  I  suppose  it  is  bound  to  come 
off.     Lady  Hildegarde  is  very  strong." 

"  Then  you  take  for  granted  that  Miss 
Chalgrove  would  accept  Mr.  Somers  as  a 
matter " 

"As  a  matter  of  course,"  he  finished 
briskly. 

"  What  nonsense !     How  can  you  tell  ?  " 

"  A  straw  shows  how  the  wind  blows !  " 

"I  give  you  that  straw  for  your  opinion, 
and,"  now  warming  up,  "I  think  it  is  too 
bad  to  discuss  a  girl,  and  take  all  sorts  of 
things  for  granted.  It  is  taking  a  great 
liberty  with  her  name." 

"Hullo,  noiv  I'm  catching  it!  I  mean  no 
harm ;  every  one  discusses  his  neighbours' 
little  affairs.  I  don't  know  what  we  should 
do  without  them.  If  you  bar  that  subject, 
what  are  we  to  talk  about — come  now  ?  " 

"  Books,  politics,  the  weather." 
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"  No,  thank  you  " — with  great  scorn. 

"  Well,  then,  horses." 

"Ah,  that's  better." 

We  were  now  in  the  ballroom  once  more, 
where  we  were  promptly  joined  by  Mr. 
Somers. 

"  You  look  as  if  you  two  were  quarrel- 
ling," he  remarked;  "so  I  think  I  had 
better  separate  you  at  once." 

"  Yes,  I'm  crushed  flat.  I'm  not  to  talk 
of  my  neighbours.  We  have  fought  over 
Miss  Chalgrove." 

"Indeed!  That  is  strange,  for  she  and 
I  have  just  had  a  severe  passage-at-arms." 

"  Oh,  that  does  not  surprise  me !  It's 
quite  en  regie"  and  he  grinned  significantly. 

Mr.  Somers  took  no  notice  of  the  im- 
pudent hint,  but  said,  "  It's  about  a  horse 
she  will  ride,  in  spite  of  her  father  or  any 
one — a  steeplechaser  she  has  picked  up — 
and  she  is  bound  to  have  some  nasty 
accident  if  some  one  does  not  shoot  him. 
I've   a   good  mind  to   shoot  him  myself, 
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although  he  is  a  magnificent  fencer,  and 
can  go  all  day — a  French  horse,  called 
Diable  Vert." 

"  Oh,  by  Jove !  I  know  him — a  real 
nasty-tempered  brute.  He  won  two  or 
three  good  races,  and  then  cut  up  rusty. 
They  say  he  killed  a  jockey  at  Auteuil." 

I  stood  against  the  wall  between  the  two 
men  as  they  talked,  and  noticed  that  the 
sofas  were  occupied,  the  recesses  of  the 
windows  full  of  lookers-on.  Lady  Bloss 
and  her  daughter  were  sitting  together,  and 
surveying  me  and  my  companions  with 
unaffected  interest.  The  former  presently 
beckoned  to  me  to  approach.  I  did  so, 
rather  reluctantly,  followed  by  my  two 
cavaliers,  whilst  Sir  Fulke  hovered  at  a 
little  distance. 

"  Oh,  good  evening,  Miss  Hayes,"  said 
Lady  Bloss,  in  her  loftiest  manner.  "  So 
surprised  to  see  you  here !  " — looking  me 
slowly  up  and  down.  "  Pray,  where  is  Mrs. 
Hayes  ?  " 
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"  She  is  at  home,"  I  meekly  replied. 

"  And  so  you  came  alone ;  how  very 
independent !  " 

"Oh  no;  I  came  with  the  Miss  Bennys." 

"  I  did  not  know  that  you  ever  went  out  of 
an  evening.  We  had  a  little  dance  last  week, 
and  I  would  have  asked  you,  only  I  did  not 
think  you  would  like  the  expense  of  a  fly  !  " 
And  she  threw  back  her  head,  and  sniffed. 

I  am  sure  Mr.  Somers  heard,  and  also 
Mr.  Price ;  and  a  girl  at  the  other  side  of 
Lady  Bloss  tittered  quite  audibly  - 

I,  however,  merely  bowed.  It  was  a  safe 
reply.  What  could  I  say  ? — the  expense  of 
a  fly  was  an  object  to  me.  However,  I  was 
soon  whirling  round  the  room  with  my 
partner ;  and  I  had  numerous  partners ;  I 
could  have  danced  every  dance  thrice  over. 
Yes,  I  was  enjoying  myself  enormously.  I 
suppose  my  head  was  turned ;  I  could  not 
understand  myself.  I  was  surely  a  change- 
ling. My  luxurious  surroundings,  my  splen- 
did gown  had  transformed  me.     As  I  have 
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said  before,  it  was  another  young  woman 
than  Gwendoline  Hayes — a  stranger,  who 
was  walking  about  in  her  body,  who  re- 
ceived admiring  glances  with  an  air  of  cool 
unconcern,  who  accepted  Sir  Fulke's  and  Mr. 
Price's  pet  its  soins  with  affable  condescension. 

I  saw  Lady  Polexfen  fanning  herself 
languidly  in  a  doorway  As  I  passed  out  on 
her  brother's  arm  there  was  a  block,  and 
we  stood  for  an  instant  side  by  side.  She 
was  splendidly  dressed  in  silver  brocade  and 
sea-green,  and  ablaze  with  diamonds;  her 
waist  resembled  an  hour-glass,  and  her  hair 
was  dressed  French  style,  over  her  ears. 
She  affected  not  to  see  me,  but  she  was  as 
fully  conscious  of  my  vicinity  as  I  was  of 
hers.  A  tall,  dark,  sardonic  man  was  beside 
her.  Her  brother  did  not  notice  her,  but  I 
did,  as  she  turned  to  the  dark  man  and 
whispered  something,  at  which  he  laughed 
delightedly — and  then  looked  hard  at  me. 

Mr.  Somers  took  me  in  to  supper.  It  was 
served  at  little  tables — a  commendable 
arrangement — and  we  sat  down  Ute-d-Ute. 
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"  I  suppose  you  are  staying  with  friends 
in  the  neighbourhood?"  said  my  com- 
panion in  his  genial  voice. 

"  No ;  we  are  only  in  lodgings  in  Stone- 
brook." 

"Lodgings  I  I  did  not  know  there  were 
such  things  to  be  had.  Don't  you  find  it 
rather — rather — slow  ?  " 

"  We  must  cut  our  coat  according  to  our 
cloth.  We  cannot  afford  grand  quarters." 
(I  saw  his  eyes  fixed  momentarily  on  my, 
so  to  speak,  "  coat  "  of  filmy  lace  and  satin.) 
"  The  doctors  ordered  my  step-mother  out 
of  London  to  some  dry,  bracing  climate. 
Of  course,  we  should  have  preferred  Biarritz, 
or  Nice ;  but — well,  here  we  are  at  Stone- 
brook  instead,  and  it  suits  Emma  pretty 
well." 

"  You  have  seen  my  mother,  of  course  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  she  has  been  to  call  on  us." 
I  was  on  the  eve  of  adding — and  we  are  to 
dine  with  you  en  famille  on  Christmas  Day  ; 
but  something  inexplicable  restrained  me. 
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"  She  has  only  lately  returned  home,  and 
I  hope  we  shall  often  see  you  and  Mrs. 
Hayes  ?  " 

I  made  no  answer.  I  did  not  think  his 
wish  was  at  all  likely  to  be  realized. 

"By  the  way,  you  saw  Miss  Chalgrove. 
Do  you  know  that  you  are  curiously  alike 
in  appearance — only  you  are  much  the 
taller  of  the  two  ?  The  resemblance  struck 
me  the  first  time  I  saw  you  ;  you  might  be 
sisters,  or,  at  any  rate,  cousins." 

"  I  have  no  sisters  or  cousins." 

"  Oh,  surely  you  must  have  cousins — 
even  half  a  dozen.  Why,  I  possess  half  a 
hundred." 

"  If  I  have,  I  have  never  heard  of  them." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  have  no 
relations  ?  " 

"  None  that  I  know  of.  My  father  had 
an  only  brother  in  the  navy.  He  was 
drowned  years  ago,  and  he  himself  lived 
in  India  so  long  that  he  lost  sight  of  all 
his  connections."     (I  did  not  mention  my 
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mother.  Why  should  I  tell  him  that  she 
had  been  disowned  by  her  family  ?)  "  I  had 
not  seen  my  father  since  I  was  eight  years 
old." 

"  Then  I  saw  him,  and  knew  him  well, 
quite  recently — knew  him  better  than  you 
did,  if  I  may  say  so,  Miss  Hayes,  for,  of 
course,  two  men  have  more  in  common 
than  a  man  and  a  little  girl  in  pinafores. 
He  was  a  rare  good  sort." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  he  was.  I  wish  he  was 
alive  now  with  all  my  heart.  It  seems  so 
hard  that  people  in  the  prime  of  life  are 
cut  off,  and  old  men  and  women  who  have 
lived  their  lives  out,  and  are  tired  of  ex- 
istence, drag  on  wearily  year  after  year." 

"  Yes,  there's  my  poor  father,"  said 
Mr.  Somers  ;  "his  bodily  health  is  good — 
it  is  the  health  of  a  young  man — whilst  his 
mind  is  dying." 

I  had  heard  'of  that,  but  felt  it  only 
polite  to  express  sympathetic  surprise. 

"  He   was  in   a  railway  accident  years 
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ago,  and  it's  coming  against  him  now.  And 
how  is  Mrs.  Hayes?"  he  inquired,  rather 
abruptly. 

"  Pretty  well." 

"I  am  coming  to  see  her  immediately — 
to-morrow— only  it  is  a  hunting  day ;  but, 
perhaps,  I  can  look  in  for  a  flying  visit." 

"  And  was  your  expedition  successful  ?  " 
I  asked. 

"  No,  not  a  bit.  The  business  part  was  a 
dead  failure,  and  only  throwing  good  money 
after  bad  ;  but,  as  you  may  have  noticed, 
I'm  not  at  all  clever.  I  did  my  little  best, 
and  I  could  do  no  more.  However,  I 
enjoyed  the  trip,  as  a  trip,  extremely. 
There  is  the  band  again :  shall  we  go  and 
take  a  turn  ?  " 

"  But  I  believe  I  am  engaged  to  some 
one,"  I  answered,  rising  all  the  same. 

"Pray,  how  can  you  tell?  you  have  no 
programme — no,  not  even  a  shirt-cuff!  " 

And  thus  persuaded,  against  my  con- 
science, we  began ;  but,  before  I  had  been 
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twice  round  the  room,  I  was  claimed  by 
Sir  Fulke,  and  not  alone  Sir  Fulke,  but  a 
little  weather-beaten  cavalry  man,  who  was 
very  positive  that  "this  was  his  dance." 

As  we  stood  disputing  amicably,  I  was 
suddenly  arrested  by  a  higher  power. 
Alas !  poor  Cinderella's  trivial  triumph  was 
over,  her  hour  had  come. 

The  Miss  Bennys  waylaid  me  with  grave, 
determined  faces,  much  to  my  companions' 
disgust,  and  Miss  Benny  said  in  a  very 
loud  voice — 

"  Scott,  the  fly  man,  is  waiting,  Miss 
Hayes.  We  promised  not  to  detain  him 
after  one  o'clock ;  it  is  now  half-past  one. 
Therefore,  if  you  are  returning  in  our 
charge,  I  must  ask  you  to  come  home  at 
once." 

"And  my  dance?  "  cried  Mr.  Aubrey  Price. 

"  And  mine  ?  "  echoed  Sir  Fulke. 

There  was  no  use  in  attempting  to  resist 
them — no  time  to  take  leave  of  my  hostess  : 
she  was  at  supper.     I  was  in   the  Miss 
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Bennys'  clutches ;  they  were  inexorable. 
This  was  their  moment  of  triumph,  and  I 
was  carried  away,  followed  to  the  very  door 
of  the  fly  by  four  eligible  partners,  uttering 
loud  regrets. 

Mr.  Somers  pressed  my  hand  as  he 
said  good-bye,  and  added,  "  I  shall  look 
forward  to  seeing  you  soon — in  a  day  or 
two." 

"We  need  not  ask  if  you  have  enjoyed 
yourself,  Miss  Hayes,"  exclaimed  the  elder 
Miss  Benny  in  an  acrid  key.  "  I  admire 
your" — I  thought  perhaps  she  was  going 
to  say  dress  or  dancing,  but  it  was  my — 
"  wonderful  self-confidence  !  Mrs.  Chol- 
mondeley  seems  to  have  quite  taken  you  up  ! 
She  is  fond  of  doing  that ;  she  took  a  fancy 
to  an  Australian  girl;  she  went  on  board  ship 
and  actually  brought  her  home,  and  had  her 
with  her,  taking  her  everywhere  for  months. 
People  called  her  the  kangaroo  ;  she  was  a 
horror." 

The  tone  implied  that  I  was  a  horror 
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also,  if  not  actually  a  kangaroo.  I  burst 
out  laughing.  I  laughed  loud  and  long  ; 
I  could  not  stop.  I  suppose  I  was  almost 
hysterical.  The  reaction  from  the  late 
brilliant  scene,  where  I  had  been  made  much 
of,  where  I  had  danced  and  enjoyed  the 
pleasures  of  this  life  for  the  very  first  time, 
where  I  had  been  conscious  of  whispered 
flattering  comments  and  eloquently  flatter- 
ing eyes,  where  I  had  sniffed  a  little  of  the 
intoxicating  incense  of  admiration,  and  felt 
that  youth  and  beauty  are  a  great  power, 
was  too  much.  Then  to  come  down  to 
being  one  of  four  in  a  close  stuffy  fly,  to 
remember  the  dingy  little  bedroom  in 
which  I  must  shed  my  fine  feathers — how 
seven-and-sixpence  for  my  share  of  the  con- 
veyance would  pinch  my  weekly  purse,  and 
that  I  had  forgotten  to  buy  bacon  for  the 
morrow's  breakfast !  All  these  thoughts  and 
contrasts  were  jumbled  up  in  my  excited 
brain,  and  I  laughed  loud  and  long.  My 
indecorous  hilarity  was    succeeded    by    a 
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freezing  silence — a  terrible,  accusing,  blank 
silence,  which  lasted  the  whole  way  home. 
For  five  long  miles  there  was  not  a  sound 
in  that  fly,  save  a  sneeze  or  a  yawn.  The 
experience  was  appalling ;  it  got  upon  my 
nerves.  I  felt  inclined  to  sing  or  to  scream. 
Luckily  I  controlled  myself,  or  I  should 
probably  have  been  delivered  at  the  door  of 
the  lunatic  asylum.  At  last  we  drove  up  to 
Mrs.  Gabb's.  I  opened  the  door  and  sprang 
out,  then  I  politely  thanked  the  Miss  Bennys 
for  their  escort,  and  wished  them  all  a  fair 
good  night — which  met  with  no  response. 


(    iS5    ) 


CHAPTER  X. 

"  WHO    ARE  THESE    CHALGROVES  ?  " 

I  let  myself  in  with  a  latchkey — Mr. 
Gabb's  own  particular  key  —  and  crept 
stealthily  upstairs,  hoping  that  Emma  was 
asleep,  and  that  I  could  thus  sneak  past 
her  door  unheard ;  but  no  :  she  was  evi- 
dently on  the  watch  for  my  return,  and 
called  out  to  me  to  come  into  her  room, 
desiring  me  to  "  turn  up  the  lamp,  take  off 
my  cloak,  and  tell  her  all  about  it !  " 

I  obediently  sat  down  on  a  low  chair 
facing  her,  and  began  to  describe  everything 
to  the  best  of  my  power ;  the  drive,  the 
arrival,  the  lovely  old  house,  the  crowds, 
the  dresses,  and  how  Mrs.  Cholmondeley 
had  singled  me  out  and  introduced  me  to 
partners. 
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"  Your  dress  is  almost  as  fresh  as  ever — 
that  is  one  comfort.  Was  Lady  Hildegarde 
present  ?  "  inquired  Emma  anxiously. 

"  No,  only  Lady  Polexfen.  She  did  not 
notice  me.  But  Mr.  Somers  was  also  there. 
He  fulfilled  your  fondest  hopes — he  '  noticed 
me'  a  good  deal." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Gwen  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  he  danced  with  me  three 
or  four  times,  took  me  in  to  supper,  and 
finally  put  me  into  the  fly  " 

"  That  was  very  kind  of  him.  Just  like 
him!" 

"  Oh,  I  had  plenty  of  partners.  I  was 
not  at  all  an  object  of  charity,  I  can  assure 
you !  Mr.  Somers  asked  for  you,  and  said 
he  was  coming  to  see  you  immediately,  and 
oh,  Emma,  I  had  such  a  curious  experience! 
I  met  a  girl  to-night  who  might  be  my  own 
sister,  we  are  so  much  alike.  She  remarked 
the  resemblance  too,  and  Mr.  Somers  said 
that  it  struck  him  the  first  time  he  ever 
met  me." 
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"  And  who  was  she  ?  " 

"A  Miss  Chalgrove;  the  Honourable 
Dolly  Chalgrove." 

I  noticed  that  Emma  gave  a  little  start. 

"  My  mother's  name  was  Chalgrove.  This 
girl  and  I  are  so  much  alike  that  we  might 
he  cousins.  She  is  so  bright  and  animated 
and  fascinating,  that  I  took  a  fancy  to  her 
on  the  spot.  I  wish  she  was  my  cousin. 
It  is  really  too  bad  that  I  have  no  relatives, 
not  a  single  cousin,  and  Mr.  Somers  has 
fifty !  " 

"  I  dare  say  you  have  fifty  third  or  fourth 
cousins  somewhere  in  the  west  of  Ireland," 
said  Emma,  shading  her  face  with  her  hand 
(and  I  noticed  with  a  sharp  pang  how  thin 
and  transparent  that  hand  had  become). 
"  But  it  would  take  a  lifetime  to  discover 
them,  and  probably  they  would  not  repay 
the  trouble.  Your  father  was  not  anxious 
to  claim  them.  After  his  mother's  and  his 
brother's  death,  some  '  cousin '  took  ad- 
vantage of  his  absence  abroad  to  claim  the 
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little  property  that  was  his  by  right.  He 
might  have  gone  to  law,  but  he  would  not. 
It  would  have  brought  him  home,  and  cost 
him  another  fortune." 

"Well,  but,  Emma,  what  about  my 
mother's  relations  ?  " 

"  They  were  a  forbidden  topic — a  dead 
letter.  Your  father  could  not  bear  their 
name  mentioned.  They  were  very  grand 
people,  who  expected  their  only  daughter 
to  make  a  brilliant  match,  instead  of 
running  away  with  a  penniless  army  doctor 
— they  never  acknowledged  her,  never  for- 
gave her,  no,  never  noticed  her,  no  more 
than  if  she  had  ceased  to  exist.  She 
fretted  a  good  deal  when  she  was  in  poor 
health.  She  wrote,  and  they  returned  the 
letter  unopened.  Your  father,  easy-going 
man  as  he  was,  resented  this  to  the  end  of 
his  days ;  and  when  he  received  a  letter 
after  her  death,  he  treated  it  in  the  same 
fashion — returned  it  as  it  came." 

"But    all    this    time,    who    are    these 
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Chalgroves  ?  Please  tell  me,  Emma,  for 
of  course  you  know" 

"Yes;  but  your  father  did  not  wish  you 
to  know.  However,  circumstances  alter 
cases.  He  never  dreamt  that  you  would 
be  left  almost  homeless  and  friendless, 
instead  of  living  under  his  own  roof,  sur- 
rounded with  every  comfort  and  pleasure 
his  love  could  give  you." 

"Yes,  of  course,  I  know  all  that — I  am 
confident  of  that ;  but,  once  more,  about 
the  Chalgroves  ?  " 

"  I  will  tell  you  another  time  —  to- 
morrow  " 

"  No,  no ;  now.  Please,  please  ;  it  won't 
take  you  five  minutes,  and  I  shall  not  rest 
or  sleep  till  you  satisfy  me." 

"  I  can  tell  you  very  little,  dear.  Your 
father  was  extremely  reticent  on  this  one 
subject;  but  I  believe  that  he  and  your 
mother  met  at  a  fancy  ball.  It  was  a  case 
of  love  at  first  sight  on  both  sides.  Her 
people  would  not  hear  of   it.      She  was 
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extremely  pretty,  charming,  and  young, 
and  they  expected  her  to  make  a  splendid 
match.  They  hurried  her  away  to  a  dis- 
tant country  place,  but  it  was  all  of  no  use  ; 
and  when  she  heard  that  he  was  going  to 
India  she  insisted  on  accompanying  him, 
and  she  ran  away  and  they  were  married  in 
London.  I  believe  she  made  an  attempt  to 
see  her  people  and  say  farewell  before  she 
sailed,  but  they  refused  to  receive  her,  and 
sent  out  a  message, '  Not  at  home.'  She  did 
not  want  anything  from  them,  only  to  say 
good-bye.  They  were  furious,  and  never 
forgave  her ;  her  father  was  inflexible.  He 
and  her  mother  are  dead  long  ago.  Her 
brother  is  Lord  Chalgrove." 

"I  saw  him  to-night,"  I  broke  in;  "he 
looked  so  hard  at  me ! — I  suppose  he 
noticed  the  likeness.  And  he  is  my  uncle, 
and  that  nice  girl  is  my  first  cousin. 
How  strange !  " 

"  Yes.  How  strange  that  you  should 
come    across    them    here !     They  live    in 
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Northamptonshire,  where  they  have  a 
lovely  old  place  called  The  Chase.  Your 
mother  was  the  Honourable  Gwendoline 
Chalgrove,  but  she  dropped  the  prefix 
altogether  when  she  married,  so  I  was  told 
by  people  at  Jam-Jam-More.  She  was  a 
most  graceful,  elegant  creature,  a  splendid 
horsewoman,  but  as  ignorant  of  the  value 
of  money,  or  of  housekeeping,  as  an  infant 
— as,  indeed,  I  might  say,  myself!  Your 
father  was  devoted  to  her  memory,  and  I 
was  never  one  bit  jealous.  Her  memory 
was  dear  to  me,  too,  though  I  never  saw 
her.  There  was  something  so  touching  and 
so  romantic  about  her  life — a  delicate  girl, 
brought  up  in  luxury,  abandoning  every- 
thing for  love,  and  fading  away  like  a 
fragile  flower  in  an  uncongenial  climate  ! 

"Your  father  used  to  go  and  look  at  her 
grave  every  Sunday  morning.  Over  it 
there  stood  a  white  cross,  and  just  the  one 
word  '  Gwendoline.'  He  kept  all  her  little 
belongings  under  lock  and  key,  in  a  leather 

M 
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despatch-box — her  Prayer-book,  sketches? 
and  letters  (I  gave  you  her  little  trinkets) ; 
they  are  all  in  the  big  bullock  trunk  down- 
stairs, along  with  your  father's  books  and 
clothes.  I've  never  had  the  heart  to  open 
it.  Mrs.  Gabb  keeps  it  in  the  back  hall. 
Would  you  like  to  examine  it  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  should,  very  much." 

"And  these  people  that  you  met  to-night 
— it  was  certainly  a  wonderful  chance  your 
coming  across  them.  I  am  so  glad  you 
wore  your  white  satin,  darling.  Perhaps 
your  uncle  may  make  inquiries,  and  find 
out  who  you  are.  Of  course,  the  first 
advances — any  advances — must  come  from 
them." 

"  Of  course  !  "  I  assented  emphatically. 

"  You  may  suppose  that  it  was  a  delicate 
question  for  me  to  meddle  with — a  second 
wife ;  but  once  or  twice  I  did  venture  to 
say  that  it  was  a  pity  to  lose  sight  of 
the  Chalgroves,  on  your  account.  Your 
father   never  would    hear    me    out ;    you 
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were  never  to  know  them.  The  topic  was 
his  Bluebeard's  closet,  and  I  dared  not 
open  it." 

"  I  don't  wonder." 

"  Oh,  you  must  not  he  like  him.  I  have 
heard  that  the  present  lord  is  a  simple, 
unaffected,  homely  man.  He  may  discover 
you — why  not  ? — from  the  likeness,  if  he 
even  heard  your  name." 

And  she  pushed  back  her  hair,  and  sat 
up  in  bed,  her  eyes  blazing  with  excite- 
ment. An  alluring  vision  was  before  them 
as  she  spoke.  She  already  beheld  me 
comfortably  installed  in  Chalgrove  Chase  ! 
Oh,  I  knew  her  so  well ! 

"You  have  got  an  idea  into  your  head," 
I  said,  "  and  please,  please,  chase  it  out 
immediately.  Lord  Chalgrove  will  never 
seek  me  out ;  he  does  not  know  of  my 
existence.  He  was  probably  surprised  to 
see  that  an  ordinary  young  woman  had 
been  endowed  with  the  family  type  of 
feature.    He   will  never  give  me  another 
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thought,  no  more  than  if  he  saw  a  groom 
wearing  a  suit  of  clothes  resembling  the 
Chalgrove  livery.  His  daughter,  who  is 
not  at  all  conventional,  actually  addressed 
me,  and  asked  how  I  came  by  the  Chal- 
grove eyebrows." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Gwen !  And  what  did 
you  say?  " 

"  "What  could  I  say  ?  "  I  answered,  rising. 
"  I  said  nothing.  '  How  does  one  say 
nothing  ?  '  To  you  I  say,  at  last,  '  Good 
night.'  "  And,  stooping  down,  I  kissed  her, 
and,  gathering  up  my  various  accoutre- 
ments, departed,  and  crept  up  to  my  own 
room. 

But  I  did  not  go  to  bed  immediately- 
I  sat  brushing  my  long  fair  locks,  and 
slowly  reviewing  all  the  events  of  this 
remarkable  evening. 

Between  intervals  of  hair-brushing,  I 
studied  the  Chalgrove  brows  and  upper 
lip  that  confronted  me  in  that  miserable 
looking-glass.     The  eyebrows  were  slightly 
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arched,  finely  pencilled,  and  quite  black. 
The  Chalgrove  lip  was  short,  and  a  little 
— well,  if  not  scornful — haughty  And  it 
was  a  lying  lip  :  for,  as  far  as  one  is  per- 
mitted to  know  one's  self,  I  was  neither. 

The  clock  was  striking  three  when  I 
crept  into  bed,  and  fell  asleep  almost  as 
my  head  touched  the  pillow,  and  enjoyed 
unusually  interesting  dreams. 

The  next  morning  a  brace  of  pheasants 
and  a  huge  bouquet  of  violets  were  left  at 
the  hall  door,  with  Mr.  Everard.  Somers' 
compliments  for  Mrs.  Hayes. 

We  went  to  tea  at  the  rectory  that  after- 
noon. I  took  my  guitar,  by  request,  and 
played  and  sang.  I  was  becoming  quite  a 
society  girl !  I  wore  a  smart  toque — made 
by  my  own  hands — and  a  bunch  of  violets, 
and  received  an  unusual  share  of  the  con- 
versation. The  fame  of  my  debut  had  been 
noised  abroad ;  one  girl  asked  me  where 
I  got  my  guitar  ribbons ;  another,  where 
I  got  my  toque ;   a  third,   where    I  had 
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obtained  the  lovely  violets,  and  who  was 
my  dressmaker  ? 

"  I  hear  your  daughter  looked  quite  nice 
last  night,"  said  Mrs.  Blunt  (our  rector's 
wife),  affably 

"  Nonsense,  mother,"  said  her  well-named 
daughter.  "We  were  told  she  was  the 
beauty  of  the  evening,  the  cynosure  of  all 
eyes,  and  I'm  sure  I  am  not  surprised." 

When  we  returned  home  it  was  late, 
and  we  were  sorry  to  find  that  Mr.  Somers 
had  called  :  his  card  lay  on  the  table. 

Mrs.  Gabb  hurried  up  after  us  to  explain. 

"  I  thought  as  how  you  were  in,  Mrs. 
Hayes,  so  I  asked  him  up,  and  he  sat  and 
waited  for  over  half  an  hour.  He  wrote 
a  bit  of  a  note.  It's  there  in  the  blotter." 
And  there  it  was  : 

"  So  sorry  not  to  find  you  at  home.  I  am 
off  to  town  the  day  after  Christmas  for  a 
short  time.    Hope  to  see  you  when  I  return. 

"E.  S." 


(    i67     ) 


CHAPTEE  XI. 


MES.    MOUND'S   OPINION. 


On  Christmas  morning,  Emma  complained 
of  a  cold  and  a  sharp  pain  in  her  chest. 
She  did  not  venture  to  church,  as  it  was 
a  bitterly  bleak  day,  but  nursed  herself  up 
for  the  evening,  declaring  that  in  a  snug 
brougham,  with  furs  and  a  foot-warmer, 
she  could  brave  Greenland  itself.  Mrs. 
Gabb  and  family  were  also  spending  the 
evening  abroad. 

"  Hearing  as  you  was  dining  and  sleep- 
ing at  the  Abbey,  ma'am,  I  take  the  liberty 
of  leaving  you,"  she  explained.  (It  was 
not  the  first  liberty  she  had  taken.)  "  I'll 
have  everything  ready — candles  and  coal 
and  hot-water — to  last  till  half-past  seven. 
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We — Gabb  and  me  and  the  children  and 
Annie — are  invited  to  my  sister's  for  six 
o'clock,  and  she  lives  a  good  bit  the  other 
side  of  the  town.  But,  if  it  will  incon- 
venience you,  I'll  leave  Annie  to  help  you 
to  dress,  or  anything." 

"No,  no;  not  on  any  account."  Emma 
assured  her  that  we  could  manage  per- 
fectly "Please  do  not  trouble  about  us," 
she  added,  "  but  just  see  to  the  lights  and 
fire.  We  will  turn  down  the  lamp  before 
we  leave." 

"  There  is  nothing  in  the  house  for 
breakfast.  But  I  suppose  it  won't  be 
required.  You  won't  be  back  till  late  in 
the  forenoon  ?  " 

To  which  Emma  smilingly  assented. 

As  Emma  believed  that  this  festivity 
would  be  merely  the  forerunner  of  many, 
she  took  great  pains  with  my  dress,  was 
most  fastidious  about  the  arrangement  of 
my  hair  and  the  fit  of  my  gloves,  and  put 
a  finishing  touch  to  my  toilet  in  the  shape 
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of  a  curious  old  native  necklet,  made  of 
amethysts  and  real  pearls. 

At  last  we  were  ready — all  save  our 
cloaks.  Emma  looked  wonderfully  pretty 
— her  colour  was  so  brilliant,  her  eyes 
shone — the  light  of  other  days  was  in  her 
face.  Excitement  and  anticipation  had 
thrown  her  into  a  fever  of  restlessness ;  it 
seemed  to  her  active  brain  that  so  very 
much — in  fact,  all  my  future — was  to  hinge 
upon  this  eventful  evening.  If  Lady  Hil- 
degarde  (who  was  devoted  to  young  people, 
and  extremely  fond  of  society)  took  a  fancy 
to  me,  the  thing  was  done — I  was  launched. 
If  not,  there  was,  I'm  sure  she  firmly 
believed,  an  end  of  everything.  I  was 
doomed,  and  for  life,  to  social  extinction 
and  obscurity. 

We  sat  waiting,  with  merely  the  blinds 
down,  so  that  we  could  easily  scan  the 
street.  It  was  a  bright  moonlight  night, 
and  there  was  a  sharp  frost.  The  lamp 
was  sputtering   and  blinking   and  making 
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itself  extremely  unpleasant  for  lack  of 
wick. 

"  We  will  turn  it  out,"  I  said,  "  and 
light  the  candles.  There  are  only  two 
small  bits,  but  the  carriage  will  be  here 
immediately — in  fact,  I  hear  it  now." 

Yes,  a  pair  of  horses,  trotting  briskly 
up  the  hard-frozen  street.  No ;  they  went 
past. 

"It  is  Lady  Bloss,"  said  Emma,  pulling 
up  the  blind  and  actually  opening  the 
window;  "she  is  dining  at  the  Chol- 
mondeley's.  But  I  hear  another  coming. 
Ah,  it's  only  a  dog-cart !  " 

"  Do  shut  the  window  !  "  I  implored  ; 
but  I  spoke  to  deaf  ears. 

There  were  wheels  in  the  distance — a 
long  way  off — and  I  was  not  to  worry,  but 
to  put  on  my  cloak  at  once. 

Five  minutes  elapsed — ten  minutes.  I 
rose  and  pulled  down  the  window  without 
apology.     A  quarter  of  an  hour ! 

"Yes,"   cried   Emma,   half-hysterically ; 
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"  the  carriage  is  rather  late,  but  I  really 
hear  it  now.     It  is  coming  at  last !  " 

But,  no ;  it  was  merely  Mound  the 
undertaker,  and  family,  in  his  own  best 
mourning  coach.  Then  Emma's  little 
travelling-clock  chimed  out  eight  silvery 
strokes. 

"  And  they  dine  at  eight !  "  said  Emma, 
under  her  breath.  "  Perhaps  it  was  half- 
past,"  she  said.  "  Can  the  coachman  have 
made  a  mistake?"  And  she  looked  at 
me  with — oh,  such  a  piteous,  wistful,  eager 
pair  of  eyes. 

I  made  no  reply.  I  dared  not  put  my 
opinion  into  plain,  brutal  words,  and  tell 
the  white-faced,  anxious  little  inquirer, 
that  "  her  friend  Lady  Hildegarde  had  for- 
gotten us !  "  The  fire  had  died  down. 
The  candles  were  expiring  in  their  sockets. 
We  sat  together  in  absolute  silence.  Oh,  if 
I  live  to  be  a  hundred,  I  shall  never  forget 
the  heartache  I  endured  that  miserable 
half-hour — not  for  myself,  but  for  Emma. 
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At  last  she  said,  in  a  husky  whisper — 

"  Gwen,  G-wen  !     Are  you  asleep  ?  " 

"No." 

"Is  it  possible  that   she   has  forgotten 
us?" 

"  I'm  afraid  so,"  I  whispered. 

"  Oh  no,  she  couldn't.  Christmas  Day, 
too,  and  our  places  at  table !  That  would 
remind  her — two  places  short.  Or,  could 
it  be  possible  ? — she  was  always  rather 
heedless— yes  " — now  coming  over  to  me, 
and  looking  at  me  with  a  haggard,  white 
face — "you  are  right,  she  must  have  for- 
gotten all  about  us.  And  she  spent 
Christmas  with  me  in  my  palmy  days, 
and  said — oh,  what  is  the  good  of  recalling 
it  all  now  !  Here  are  we  two,  on  Christmas 
night,  desolate  and  alone,  without  dinner 
or  fire,  and  soon  we  shall  be  in  outer  dark- 
ness"— pointing  to  the  candle.  "  Oh,  it  is 
too,  too  cruel !  " — and  she  burst  into  tears. 
"  I  had  built  on  it  so,"  she  sobbed — 
"this  little  visit,  not  for  myself,  but  for 
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you;  I  thought  she  would  ask  you  to 
stay,  and  befriend  you  perhaps — when — 
when " 

"Never  mind  about  me,  darling,"  I  said, 
kneeling  down  beside  her,  "  she  is  a  hard, 
selfish,  worldly  woman.  I  saw  through  her 
long  ago.  We  bored  her  fearfully.  She 
did  not  want  us  here.  She  was  afraid  we 
might  become  an  incubus,  because  we 
are  poor.  She  asked  us  in  a  spasm  of 
shame  at  her  own  conduct,  and  on  the 
impulse  of  the  moment.  Don't  cry — don't, 
dearest !  We  must  make  the  best  of  it. 
Oh,  how  cold  the  room  is  !  I'll  take  off  my 
gown,  and  hunt  up  some  chips  and  light 
a  good  fire,  and  go  and  see  if  I  can't  find 
something  to  eat.  I  wonder  where  the 
matches  are  ?  " 

In  a  very  short  time  I  had  changed  my 
dress  and  made  a  trip  to  the  lower  regions. 
Here  I  found  some  bits  of  coal  and  chips, 
the  heel  of  a  loaf,  and  about  a  pint  of  skim- 
milk. 
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"  Oh,  Gwen  dear,"  gasped  Emma,  as  I 
re-entered,  "I  must  go  to  Jbed,  I  feel  so 
ill.  I've  been  fighting  against  it  all  day  ; 
but  now  there  is  a  pain  in  my  chest,  just 
like  a  sword  being  run  into  it." 

And  Emma  stood  up,  and  clutched 
hold  of  the  chimney-piece,  and  turned  on 
me  a  face  grey  and  drawn  with  mortal 
suffering. 

I  was  naturally  greatly  alarmed.  I  hurried 
her  into  her  room,  undressed  her,  and  put 
her  to  bed. 

"  I'm  so  cold — oh,  so  cold  !  "  she  moaned ; 
and  so  she  was.  But,  alas,  there  was  no 
fire,  no  hot  water,  no  anything !  I  was  at 
my  wits'  end;  then  I  suddenly  bethought 
me  of  Mrs.  Mound.  I  knew  she  was  at 
home,  and  ran  across  to  the  little  private 
door.  After  a  very  short  interval,  and  as 
soon  as  I  had  breathlessly  explained  my 
troubles,  Mrs.  Mound  (good,  kind  soul !) 
came  over  bearing  a  kettle  of  hot  water, 
some    mustard,    and    a    lamp.     She    had 
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despatched  her  eldest  son  to  fetch  Dr. 
Skuce  without  a  moment's  delay. 

"  Your  mother  taken  ill,  and  you  all 
alone!"  she  said.  "  Dear,  dear,  dear! 
it's  terrible  indeed !  I'll  just  fill  a  hot 
bottle  and  take  it  in,  and  have  a  look  at 
her." 

Emma  lay  on  her  little  bed,  moaning  and 
gasping  in  the  grip  of  a  great  agony. 

"You'll  be  all  right  soon,  ma'am.  I'll 
light  a  nice  little  fire,  and  get  you  a  warm 
drink ;  and  I  have  sent  one  of  my  boys  for 
Skuce." 

She  spoke  to  us  both  in  the  same  cheer- 
ful and  encouraging  manner ;  but  I  heard 
her  distinctly  talking  to  her  husband  over 
the  balustrades.  What  she  said  was  evi- 
dently not  for  my  ear,  and  nearly  turned 
me  to  stone. 

"It's  a  bad  business,  Isaac.  The  poor 
little  thing  is  past  Skuce  or  any  one. 
There  will  be  a  job  for  you  here,  before 
many  days  are  over.     I've  seen  pneumonia 
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before — she  lias  got  it  as  bad  as  can  be. 
Nothing  can  save  her — I  knew  that,  the 
moment  I  saw  her  face.  Poor  lady,  she  will 
be  gone  before  the  New  Year !  " 


(    *77    ) 


CHAPTER  XII. 

" INDIAN    PAPEES,    PLEASE    COPY." 

All  that  miserable  Christinas  night  Emma 
was  desperately  ill.  The  little  lodging- 
house  was  in  an  uproar,  and  Mrs.  Gabb 
was  unmistakably  annoyed  at  the  prospect 
of  having  an  invalid  on  her  hands.  Of 
course  I  undertook  all  the  nursing,  wrung 
out  hot  stupes,  dressed  blisters,  administered 
draughts,  and  towards  morning  the  patient 
fell  asleep. 

About  twelve  o'clock,  when  I  chanced 
to  go  into  our  sitting-room,  I  discovered 
that  it  was  already  in  possession  of  Miss 
Skuce,  who  was  walking  up  and  down  like 
some  caged  animal. 

"So  your  mother  is  ill?"  she  began 
abruptly. 

N 
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"  Very  ill,  I  am  afraid.  It  was  kind  of 
you  to  come  so  soon  to  ask  for  her." 

"And  you  never  went  to  the  Abbey,  after 
all!  The  curate  was  there — I  have  just 
seen  him — and  he  said  there  were  no  empty 
places,  nor  one  word  about  you.  How  was 
that?"  she  demanded,  as  she  paused  and 
glared  at  me. 

"  Please  speak  in  a  low  voice,"  I  said, 
"  the  walls  are  so  thin,  and  Emma  is  not 
deaf.  The  truth  was,  that  Lady  Hildegarde 
forgot  us  altogether." 

"  Tell  me  honestly,  Miss  Hayes,  did 
she  ever  ask  you?  I'd  like  to  see  her 
note." 

"  You  know,  we  told  you  that  it  was  a 
verbal  invitation.  We  were  ready  to  start 
at  half-past  seven.  We  allowed  Mrs.  Gabb 
to  leave  us  alone  in  the  house.  There  was, 
of  course,  no  dinner,  no  food,  no  fire,  no 
lights ;  and  there  we  sat  famishing !  My 
step-mother,  who  had  been  ailing  all  day, 
became  seriously  ill.     She  has  fallen  asleep 
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now,  after  a  very  bad  night,  and  must 
on  no  account  be  disturbed." 

"It's  most  extraordinary:  and  her  lady- 
ship never  even  missed  you.  And  now  she 
has  gone  off  to  Brighton  for  a  week." 

"Well,  it  is  quite  immaterial  to  me.  I 
never  wish  to  see  her  again,"  I  rejoined 
in  an  emphatic  whisper. 

"  It  certainly  is  most  mortifying,"  said 
Miss  Skuce,  seating  herself  in  Emma's 
chair,  and  stretching  out  her  goloshed 
feet.  "To  be  asked  to  the  Abbey,  and 
to  puff  the  news  everywhere — and  then  to 
be  forgotten !  I  had  some  eggs  here ; 
but,  as  your  mother  is  ill,  I  won't  leave 
them." 

"  No,  pray  don't,  on  any  account." 

"The  Chalgroves  have  left  the  Moate, 
gone  home,  and  nothing  settled  about  the 
match.  Young  Somers  is  a  fool.  There  is 
a  rumour  that  he  is  in  love  with  some 
wretched  girl  who  hasn't  a  penny,  and 
Lady  Hildegarde  is  nearly  beside  herself! 
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Lady  Polexfen  told  Captain  Blackjolm,  and 
lie  told  young  Ferrars,  who  told  bis  mother, 
who  told  me.  By  the  way,  Lady  Polexfen 
— Maude,  you  know — is  making  herself  the 
talk  of  the  place,  the  way  she  is  flirting 
with  Captain  Blackjolm.  However,  I'm 
forgetting  that  you  are  not  Mrs.  Hayes ; 
we  should  not  talk  gossip  to  girls.  Well,  I 
must  be  going.  I  hope  your  mother  will 
be  better  to-morrow;  good-bye.  Oh,  by 
the  way,  I  quite  forgot  to  wish  you  the 
compliments  of  the  season,  and  all  the 
usual  sort  of  thing.  I  don't  believe  in  a 
merry  Christmas." 

"Neither  do  I,"  I  answered  with  all 
my  heart. 

"  Well,  good-bye,  good-bye,"  and,  seizing 
the  eggs,  she  trotted  downstairs. 

The  next  day,  Emma  was  much  worse. 

"  Gwen,"  she  gasped  in  a  weak  voice, 
"I  am  going  to  leave  you;  and  oh,  I  am 
so  miserable  about  you  !  My  pension  dies 
with  me.     We  have  barely  what  will  pay 
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our  bills  in  hand.  There  is  my  watch, 
and  some  ornaments ;  they  will  pay  for — 
for  the  funeral — and — a " 

"Oh,  don't!"  I  sobbed.  "You  are 
going  to  get  well.  You  must  and  shall 
get  well." 

"You  have  only  eleven  pounds  a  year, 
Gwen, — oh,  my  poor,  poor  Gwen,  what 
will  you  do  ?  Oh,  if  your  father  and  I 
could  only  have  seen  the  future !  And  I 
have  no  friends !  If  it  was  next  year,  the 
Grahams  and  Murrays  would  be  home.  If 
only  Lady  Hildegarde " 

"  Don't  mention  her  name,"  I  cried 
passionately.  "  And  don't  trouble  about 
me,  darling.  I  shall  manage.  Think  of 
nothing  but  yourself,  and  of  getting  well. 
You  will,  won't  you  ?  " 

"No;  I've  felt  this  coming  for  a  long 
time.  I  am  consumptive.  The  chill — oh  ! 
oh  !  this  pain " 

"  There,  there !  you  shall  not  talk  any 
more." 
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"  Oh,  I  must  speak  while  I  can — and  I'm 
not  afraid  to  go,  Gwen.  Why  should  I 
shrink  from  what  all  our  beloved  ones  have 
passed  through  ?  Only  for  leaving  you — 
dearest — dearest  Gwen,"  and  her  voice 
died  away.  I  sat  for  a  long  time,  holding 
her  clammy  hand  in  mine.  "  If  the  Chal- 
groves  only  knew !  "  she  panted  out. 

I  was  silent.  As  far  as  I  was  concerned, 
they  should  never  know,  nor  would  I  ever 
lift  a  finger  to  summon  my  grand  relatives. 

Her  mind  wandered  a  good  deal.  There 
were  disjointed  scraps  of  sentences,  of 
songs,  of  prayers,  and  something  about 
Lady  Hildegarde  and  a  merry  Christmas ; 
and  I  could  not  understand  whether  she 
was  rambling  or  not,  as  she  said — 

"  A  happy  new  year,  Gwen,  and  many 
of  them." 

After  this  she  sank  into  a  stupor,  from 
which  she  never  awoke,  and  gasped  away 
her  life  at  that  fatal  hour  before  dawn 
when  so  many  souls  are  summoned.     Now 
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I  was  indeed  alone.  I  cried  a  little — 
not  nearly  as  much  as  Mrs.  Gabb.  I  was 
thankful  that  there  was  an  end  to  Emma's 
terrible  sufferings;  but  I  felt  in  a  sort 
of  stupor  myself — my  brain  seemed  sodden. 
I  had  not  slept  nor  taken  off  my  clothes 
for  three  days.  Mrs.  Gabb  was  very  kind, 
so  were  Mrs.  Mound,  the  Doctor,  and  even 
Miss  Skuce — but  she  was  also  terribly 
inquisitive. 

The  funeral  was  small,  indeed,  it  could 
scarcely  have  been  smaller.  Dr.  Skuce  and 
I  followed  in  the  only  mourning-coach.  The 
cemetery  was  on  a  hillside,  quite  a  mile 
from  Stonebrook,  and  it  was  a  bright  spring- 
like morning — a  day  that  December  had 
stolen  from  May,  and  that  May  would  filch 
from  December  in  turn — as  we  proceeded 
at  a  foot  pace  on  our  mournful  errand. 

There  was  a  meet  in  the  neighbourhood ; 
numbers  of  red-coated  fox-hunters  trotted 
past  on  their  hunters.  One  drew  up  for 
a  moment  to  a  walk,  and  lifted   his   hat 
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as  he  went  by-  It  was  Mr.  Somers.  His 
scarlet  coat,  his  bright  handsome  face,  his 
spirited  hunter,  which  he  reined  in  with 
great  difficulty — what  a  painful  contrast 
this  picture  afforded  to  that  of  myself — 
veiled,  and  shrinking  into  the  corner  of  a 
dingy  mourning-coach — following  my  only 
friend  to  her  grave. 

Little  did  Mr.  Somers  suspect,  as  he 
dashed  onward,  that  he  had  been  showing 
a  last  token  of  respect  to  Emma  Hayes. 

After  the  funeral,  I  had  to  face  the  world. 
Poor  people  cannot  afford  an  extended 
period  of  retirement  and  mourning.  I 
made  my  black  gown,  and  as  I  sewed,  I 
made  plans.  I  had  nearly  twenty  pounds. 
I  had  youth,  health.  I  would  go  to 
London  and  work  for  my  bread  like  other 
girls.  But  how?  I  could  teach  French. 
I  could  sew  and  embroider  beautifully.  No, 
I  would  not  be  a  nursery  governess,  a 
bonne  d'enfants.     I   could  play  the   guitar 
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and  sing.  I  had  a  fine  mezzo-soprano, 
and  had  been  well  taught.  My  singing  had 
been  in  requisition  at  the  rectory  tea- 
parties  and  in  the  church  choir;  but  it 
would  not  bring  me  in  a  pennyworth  of 
bread.  I  must  leave  Stonebrook ;  I  saw 
no  means  of  earning  my  living  there,  and 
I  detested  the  place  for  many  reasons.  It 
was  evidently  well  known  that  I  had  been 
left  almost  penniless.  The  rector  and  his 
wife  had  called ;  they  had  been  very  sym- 
pathetic, and  had  inquired  as  to  my  future 
plans ;  but  they  could  not  give  me  much 
beyond  their  sympathy.  They  had  a  large 
grown-up  family,  and  but  narrow  means. 
Mrs.  Cholmondeley  was  a  victim  to  in- 
fluenza, and  extremely  ill.  The  Blosses  and 
Bennys  had  left  cards,  and  this,  with  the 
exception  of  Miss  Skuce,  brought  me  to  the 
end  of  my  acquaintances.  The  mere  fact 
of  thinking  of  her  appeared  to  have  sum- 
moned her  to  my  presence !  There  she 
was,  shaking  her  damp  waterproof  on  the 


186  THE  EEAL  LADY  HILDA. 

landing ;  it  was  a  dreary,  drizzling  January 
afternoon. 

"  Do  you  know  that  you  have  never 
put  it  in  the  papers?"  she  began,  without 
preamble.  "  I  thought  Mound  would  have 
seen  to  tliat.     It  ought  to  be  done  at  once." 

"  Yes,  of  course ;  and  I  have  been  ex- 
tremely remiss,"  I  acknowledged,  with 
dismay. 

"I  will  write  it  out  and  send  it  to  the 
Times  for  you,"  producing  a  pencil — "the 
Times  and  the  Stonebrook  Star.  What  shall 
I  say?" 

After  thinking  a  moment,  I  said — 

" '  December  27th,  at  Stonebrook,  of 
acute  pneumonia,  Emma,  widow  of  the  late 
Desmond  Hayes,  Esq.,  L.C.S.,  M.D.,  of 
Jam-Jam-More,  aged  thirty-three.  Indian 
papers,  please  copy.'  " 

"  Very  well.  Now  give  me  five  and  six- 
pence, and  I  will  send  it  off  by  the  next 
post,"  returned  Miss  Skuce,  when  she  had 
ceased  to  scribble.     "  And  so  I  hear  you 
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are  leaving  ! — Mrs.  Gabb  says  you  have 
given  her  notice." 

"Yes,  I  am  going  away  very  shortly  to 
London." 

"  Well,  I  think  it  is  an  extremely  wise 
move.  There  is  no  opening  here  for  a 
governess  or  companion ;  every  one  that 
I  know  is  suited.  I  am  very  sorry  for  you, 
and  for  poor  Mrs.  Hayes  ;  but  I  always  felt 
that  she  was  not  long  for  this  world.  She 
was  subject  to  delusions,  wasn't  she,  poor 
dear  ?  That  was  all  a  delusion  about  Lady 
Hildegarde  !  Of  course,  other  people  call 
it  by  a  nastier  name  ;  but  /  don't !  " 

"What  do  you  mean?"  I  demanded 
indignantly. 

"  That  the  dear  good  soul  imagined  she 
knew  Lady  Hildegarde  !  But  no  one  ever 
saw  her  ladyship  here,  and  you  were  not 
present  at  the  dinner.  The  invitation  and 
acquaintance  were  in  her  imagination.  I 
am  aware  that  Mr.  Somers  has  sent  game 
and  flowers,  and  called ;   but  gentlemen's 
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attentions  are  on  a  totally  different  footing 
from  those  of  the  ladies  of  a  family,  and  it 
is  quite  incredible  that  his  mother,  Lady 
Hildegarde,  would  stay  for  weeks  as  guest 
under  a  person's  roof,  that  she  would  be 
nursed  and  tended  like  a  sister,  and 
absolutely  ignore  the  same  kind  friend 
when  she  came  to  live  near  her,  and  was 
in  very  poor  circumstances.  It  is  impos- 
sible !  As  for  her  photographs,  they  were 
bought  in  London.  The  Bennys  always 
said  so !  " 

"  Miss  Skuce  !  "  I  paused,  and  then 
added  in  a  calmer  tone,  "  It  is  not  worth 
while  debating  the  question.  If  you  think 
we  are  impostors,  I  cannot  help  it ;  but 
every  word  that  my  step-mother  said  was 
true  I " 

"Why!"  cried  my  visitor,  stretching 
out  her  neck  and  craning  forward,  "  here 
is  Lady  Hildegarde,  I  declare,  and  getting 
out !  Maude  Polexfen  is  in  the  carriage. 
Her  ladyship  is  coming  in — in  here." 
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"I  shall  not  receive  her,"  I  answered, 
rushing  to  the  bell,  but  remembering,  as  I 
tore  at  it,  that  it  was  broken.  In  another 
minute  Lady  Hildegarde  was  in  the  room, 
swimming  towards  me  with  beautifully 
gloved  extended  hands. 

"  Oh,  my  poor  dear  child  !  What  news 
is  this  ?     Is  it  true  about  Mrs.  Hayes  ?  " 

"If  you  mean  that  she  is  dead — yes," 
I  answered,  still  standing  up,  but  making 
no  effort  to  salute  her. 

"  How  frightfully  sudden  !  "  dropping  her 
hands  to  her  sides  and  sinking  into  Emma's 
chair.  "  What  was  it  ? — nothing  infectious, 
I  trust?" 

"No,  nothing  infectious." 

"Oh,"  with  a  cool  little  nod,  "how  do 
you  do,  Miss  Skuce  ?  Pray  "  (to  me)  "  tell 
me  all  particulars.  My  son  only  heard  the 
sad  news  last  evening.  He  was  greatly 
shocked ;  and  he  despatched  me  at  once,  as 
you  see  !  " — Evidently  she  was  not  a  little 
proud  of  her  promptitude  and  condescension. 
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"  She  caught  a  severe  cold  on  Christmas 
Day —  "  I  began. 

"  Oh,  by  the  way,  I'm  so  sorry ;  I  forgot 
all  about  sending  for  you — never  thought 
of  it  once — actually  not  till  my  son  brought 
me  the  melancholy  intelligence  last  night. 
He  wanted  me  to  come  off  here  then  and 
there.     I  am  so  very  sorry !  " 

"You  may  well  be  sorry,"  I  answered, 
unable  any  longer  to  retain  my  attitude  of 
frigid  politeness,  "  for  your  negligence 
indirectly  caused  my  mother's  death.  Yes ; 
she  was  so  confident  that  you  meant  your 
invitation,  that  she  allowed  the  people  of 
the  house  to  leave  us,  and  here  we  sat 
that  bitter  night — perhaps  you  can  re- 
member the  temperature — without  fire  or 
food,  waiting  for  you  to  send  for  us.  She 
would  not  believe  that  you  could  forget 
her ;  she  thought  so  much  of  you — 
she  was  so  genuine  and  affectionate. 
Miss  Skuce,  here,  has  been  telling  me 
that  my  mother  suffered  from  delusions — 
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that  you  never  knew  her  in  India.  Did 
you?" 

"  Why,  of  course  I  did !  "  with  a  petulant 
gesture. 

"And  you  stayed  with  her — for  weeks." 

"  Yes ;  I  never  denied  it,  that  I  am 
aware  of ! " 

"  And  were  nursed  by  her  through  a 
serious  illness  ?  Is  this  true,  or  was  it  a 
delusion?  " 

"  My  good  young  person !  pray  don't 
he  so  excited.  I  am  not  accustomed  to  be 
brow-beaten  in  this  fashion.  You  need  not 
look  at  me  as  if  I  were  a  reptile  !  Come, 
I  am  a  very  busy  woman;  I  have  many 
claims  on  my  time  and  my  society.  I  am 
overrun,  and  apt  to  be  a  little  forgetful ; 
and  I  admit  that,  with  respect  to  your 
step-mother,  I  have  been  rather  slack. 
However,  I  always  meant  to  be  friendly — I 
shall  make  it  up  to  you.  I  am  aware  that 
you  are  left  totally  destitute,  and  I  know 
of  a  most  excellent  post  which  I  can  secure 
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for  you  at  once,  as  companion  to  a  lady 
in  New  Zealand.  I  shall  be  happy  to 
exert  myself  and  get  you  this  situation 
without  delay,  and  I  promise " 

"  Pray  do  not  trouble  yourself  about 
me,"  I  broke  in.  "  I  have  no  faith  in  your 
promises — or  in  you !  " 

Here  Lady  Hildegarde  rose  very  slowly  to 
her  feet,  and  vainly  endeavoured  to  over- 
awe me  by  her  look,  and  cover  indignation 
with  dignity 

"  You  forget  yourself,  Miss  Hayes,"  she 
said  in  a  freezing  tone. 

But  I  was  now  at  bay,  and  replied — 

"  If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  exert 
yourself  so  far  as  to  forget  me,  I  shall  be 
extremely  glad." 

And  then  I  held  the  door  wide  open, 
and,  though  my  knees  were  shaking  under 
me,  I  bowed  her  out.  Turned  out  Lady 
Hildegarde  !  Oh,  what  a  tale  for  the  town  ! 
Miss  Skuce,  who  had  shrunk  up  into  a 
corner,  enjoyed  the  scene  prodigiously,  I 
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am  certain,  though  she  felt  it  her  duty  to 
remonstrate  most  strongly  with  me. 

"  I  apologize  for  all  I  said,  for  I  have 
now  her  ladyship's  own  words  for  her 
obligations  to  your  step-mother,  and  I 
apologize  to  Tier  memory  She  was  a  dear, 
sweet,  ladylike  creature  !  She  would  never 
have  reproached  Lady  Hildegarde,  nor  flown 
at  her  like  you.  Oh,  I  shall  never  forget 
the  look  of  you !  Nor  how  you  dashed  her 
offer  in  her  face,  and  drove  her  out  of  the 
room.  You  should  have  pocketed  your  pride 
and  taken  her  reference — a  titled  reference. 
You  forget  that  you  should  order  yourself 
lowly  and  reverently  to  all  your  betters." 

"  Do  you  call  that  mean,  selfish,  un- 
grateful woman  my  better  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do  !  "  with  emphasis 
"  There  is  no  question  of  that  I  Fancy 
comparing  yourself  to  the  daughter  of  a 
duke !  I  think  you  behaved  in  a  most 
vulgar,  insulting,  outrageous  manner.     You 

should " 

o 
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"Have  played  the  hypocrite?"  I  sug- 
gested sarcastically. 

"  Well,  well,  I've  no  time  to  argue,  for 
I  must  be  going;  but,  mark  my  words, 
your  high  temper  will  bring  you  very  low 
yet,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Sophia  Ann 
Skuce."    Exit. 
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CHAPTEE     XIII. 

KIND    INQUIKIES. 

"  So  you'll  be  going  this  day  week?"  re- 
marked Mrs.  Gabb,  as  she  bustled  in  with 
the  lamp.  "  And  I'm  sure  I  can't  wonder ; 
it's  lonely-like  for  you  being  here  in  this 
room  by  yourself,  and  London  is  where 
most  people  goes  to — it  sort  of  sucks  'em 
in." 

"  Yes ;  people  who  have  to  earn  their 
bread  have  a  better  chance  of  doing  so  in 
London." 

"  You'll  go  in  for  governessing,  I  sup- 
pose ? " 

"  No.  I'm  afraid  I  am  not  sufficiently 
accomplished." 

"  Laws  !  I  should  have  thought  you  was. 
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But  it's  a  hard  life,  and  poor  pay,  and  often 
bad  usage.  And  you  do  sing  beautiful. 
Your  voice  sort  of  gives  me  a  lump  in  my 
throat,  and  many's  the  night  Gabb  and  I, 
and  sometimes  a  friend  or  two,  have  stood 
on  the  stairs,  and  listened  to  you  a-play- 
ing  and  singing  to  that  guitar.  I'm  sure 
you'd  take  splendidly  at  one  of  the  music 
'alls,  if  you  could  only  dance  a  bit !  Stop ; 
what's  that,  now  ?  There's  a  knock  at  the 
door,  and  the  girl's  out."  And  she  rushed 
downstairs,  and  in  a  very  few  seconds  I 
was  astonished  to  hear  a  manly  foot  in  the 
passage,  and  she  ushered  in  "  Mr.  Somers." 

He  looked  rather  embarrassed,  and  very 
grave  ;  whilst  I,  though  almost  speechless 
with  surprise,  was  collected  enough  as  I  put 
down  my  sewing  and  rose  to  meet  him. 

"  Miss  Hayes,  I  hope  you  will  pardon 
me,"  he  said,  "for  intruding  on  you  at  this 
hour  and  in  this  way ;  but  I  felt  that  writing 
would  be  useless,  and  that  I  must  see  you 
face  to  face.     I  am  sure  I  need  not  tell  you 
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bow  much  I  feel  for  your  loss,  nor  how- 
shocked  I  was  to  hear  of  Mrs.  Hayes's 
death.  I  believe  I  actually  passed  her 
funeral,  when  I  imagined  her  to  be  alive 
and  well." 

"Yes,  you  did.  Won't  you  sit  down  ?  " 
I  said. 

"  We  only  heard  the  news  last  night. 
I  was  in  hopes  that  my  mother  would  have 
brought  you  back  with  her  in  the  carriage 
to-day,  insisted  on  your  accompanying  her. 
I  told  her  she  must  take  no  refusal,  but — 
but " — and  he  hesitated,  and  his  eyes  fell 
from  mine — "  I  am  greatly  distressed  to 
learn  that  you  and  she  have  had  a  most 
unfortunate  misunderstanding — only  a  mis- 
understanding— it  cannot  be  more.  I  know 
you  both.  I  know  my  mother ;  she  is  abso- 
lutely incapable  of  giving  offence  ;  and  I 
trust  that  I  may  say  that  I  know  you  too." 

"  You  may,  if  you  please.  But  some- 
times I  don't  know  myself,"  I  answered 
recklessly. 
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"  Well,"  and  lie  rose  as  he  spoke,  a 
very  tall  figure  in  our  little  low  room, 
"  you  surely  will  not  taboo  me,  Miss 
Hayes  ?  "  he  asked  appealingly.  "  I  re- 
ceived great  kindnesses,  without  question, 
from  your  father  and  mother.  I  knew  your 
father  better  than  you  did  yourself.  You 
have  told  me  that  you  have  no  relatives  in 
this  country." 

"  None  that  I  know,"  I  quibbled,  "  or 
that  know  of  me." 

"  Yes ;  you  said  so.  Now,  I  hope  you 
won't  think  I  am  taking  an  awful  liberty  if 
I  ask  you  what  are  your  plans  ?  ' ' 

"  On  the  contrary,  it  is  very  kind  of  you 
to  inquire.  I  am  going  to  London  in  a  few 
days,  back  to  our  old  lodgings.  I  shall 
then  look  about  for  something  to  do.  I 
should  not  care  to  be  a  nursery  governess, 
nor,  as  my  landlady  suggests,  sing  and 
dance  at  a  music-hall." 

"  A  music-hall !  "  His  elbow  swept  a  little 
saucer  crash  into  the  fender — he  was  too  bic 
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for  our  room.  "  The  woman  must  be 
mad !  " 

"Yes;  she  confesses  that  she  has  often 
listened  outside  on  the  landing  when  I 
played  my  guitar  and  sang,  and  thinks  I 
would  ' take,'  as  she  calls  it." 

"But " 

"  But  you  need  not  be  at  all  alarmed.  I 
shall  find  some  post,  perhaps  as  clerk — I  am 
clever  at  figures — perhaps  as  secretary.  Mr. 
Blunt,  the  rector,  will  give  me  a  character. 
I  have  only  myself  to  please — no  one's 
wishes  to  consult." 

As  I  spoke,  he  had  been  fingering  the 
little  ornaments  on  the  chimney-piece, 
with  his  head  half  turned  away.  Then  he 
suddenly  confronted  me,  and  said — 

"  Miss  Hayes,  I  hope  what  I  am  going 
to  say  will  not  startle  you  very  much." 

I  became  cold  all  over,  and  my  heart  beat 
fast.  "Was  he  going  to  offer  me  money  ?  I 
laid  down  my  work  to  conceal  my  trembling 
hands,  and  looked  up  in  his  face. 
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mad!" 

"  Yes ;  she  confesses  that  she  has  often 
listened  outside  on  the  landing  when  I 
played  my  guitar  and  sang,  and  thinks  I 
would  '  take,'  as  she  calls  it." 

«But " 

"  But  you  need  not  be  at  all  alarmed.  I 
shall  find  some  post,  perhaps  as  clerk — I  am 
clever  at  figures — perhaps  as  secretary.  Mr. 
Blunt,  the  rector,  will  give  me  a  character. 
I  have  only  myself  to  please — no  one's 
wishes  to  consult." 

As  I  spoke,  he  had  been  fingering  the 
little  ornaments  on  the  chimney-piece, 
with  his  head  half  turned  away.  Then  he 
suddenly  confronted  me,  and  said — • 

"  Miss  Hayes,  I  hope  what  I  am  going 
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I  became  cold  all  over,  and  my  heart  beat 
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laid  down  my  work  to  conceal  my  trembling 
hands,  and  looked  up  in  his  face. 
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"  You.  will  make  me  very  happy  if  you 
will  marry  me." 

I  sat  for  a  moment  speechless ;  then  I 
also  rose  to  my  feet,  and  said  in  a  low  voice 
— I  could  not  get  it  to  sound,  somehow — 

"  You  cannot  be  in  earnest,  Mr. 
Somers." 

"I  am  in  earnest — in  deadly  earnest, 
Miss  Hayes." 

"  You  have  seen  me  five  times." 

"  And  every  time  I  met  you  I  have  liked 
you  better  than  the  last.  It  began  that 
day  at  the  Stores.  I  am  not  a  bit  sus- 
ceptible. I  never  felt  drawn  to  any  one  in 
such  a  way.  I  have  met  heaps  and  heaps 
of  girls,  nice  ones  too  and  pretty,  and  gone 
away  and  forgotten  them  in  half  a  day; 
but  you  I  never  forgot.  Your  memory,  your 
face,  came  all  the  way  with  me  out  to  South 
America,  came  back  with  me ;  and  when  I 
saw  you  sweeping  down  the  stairs  at  the 
Moate  that  night,  I  said  to  myself,  '  Here 
she  comes — myfateV   My  poor  old  governor 
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has  made  an  awful  muddle  of  our  affairs, 
and  we  are  dreadfully  hard  up  ;  but  I  can 
take  one  of  the  farms,  and  work  it  myself." 
He  paused  suddenly,  and  looked  at  me 
expectantly. 

"  Mr.  Somers,"  I  began,  "  you  have — I 

have "      Then  in  a  sudden  burst   the 

words  came — "What  you  ask  is  impossible." 

"  Why  ?  "  he  questioned  softly. 

"There  is  Miss  Chalgrove,"  I  replied, 
still  more  softly. 

"Oh,  that  old  story!"  with  a  shrug. 
"It  would  be  an  ideal  match  from  the 
parents'  point  of  view,  to  combine  the  title 
and  property  with  the  money ;  but  we  have 
to  be  considered.  Thank  God,  we  are  not 
crowned  heads,  who  must  only  consult  the 
welfare  of  the  State.  In  the  first  place,  my 
cousin  Dolly  does  not  care  a  straw  about 
me.  I  am  her  cousin,  comrade,  and  old 
friend.  She  would  not  marry  me  for  any- 
thing. She  says  she  knows  me  too  well ; 
it  would   be    extremely  uninteresting   and 
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monotonous !  Then,  I  would  not  marry 
her  ;  she  is  a  very  good  fellow,  but  too  much 
of  a  handful  for  any  man.  She  has  been 
riding  a  brute  of  a  horse  in  the  teeth  of  every 
one  of  her  relations,  male  and  female,  and  I 
heard  to-day  that  he  has  given  her  rather 
a  nasty  fall,  and  she  says  it's  nothing  ;  but 
she  is  so  plucky,  she  always  makes  light  of 
everything  that  happens  to  herself.  Well, 
you  see,  Miss  Chalgrove  is  no  obstacle." 

"  No,  but  there  is  Lady  Hildegarde.  If 
I  were  to  marry  you,  I  should  only  add  to 
her  troubles,  and  possibly  she  to  mine. 
You  cannot  say  that  your  mother  would 
approve  of  your  engagement  to  a  girl  you 
have  only  met  five  times,  and  who  is  both 
penniless  and  friendless  ?  " 

He  made  no  immediate  answer  to  this 
difficult  question,  and  I  added — 

"  She  and  I  do  not  love  one  another." 

"  But  if  you  love  me,  Gwendoline,  that 
is  the  main  question.  God  knows,  I  love 
you  1  " 
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"  You  pity  me,  I  am  sure ;  and  pity " 

"  No,  I  don't,"  he  broke  in  impetuously, 
"not  in  that  sense,  and  I  don't  believe  in 
that  fusty  old  saying." 

"  And  you  know  nothing  about  me.  Tou 
have  seen  so  little  of  me,"  I  urged. 

"  With  regard  to  some  people,  a  little 
goes  a  long  way.  Oh,  good  heavens,  I 
don't  mean  that!" 

"I  don't  think  you  know  what  you 
mean,"  I  answered  remorselessly. 

"Yes,  I  do ;  but  I  am  not  quick  and 
brilliant  like  you.  I  am  doing  my  best  to 
tell  you  that  you  are  everything  in  the 
world  to  me — more  than  father,  mother, 
money.  I  meant  that  the  little  I  saw  of 
you  went  a  long  way  to  making  me  care  for 
you  ;  and  you  are  laughing  at  my  blunders, 
and  raising  objections.  The  real,  true, 
and  only  obstacle  is  not  Lady  Hildegarde 
nor  Miss  Chalgrove,  but  Miss  Hayes  her- 
self. She  does  not  care  a  brass  button 
about  me — any  fool  can  see  that ! " 
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He  had  actually  worked  himself  into  a 
passion. 

"You  are  wrong,"  I  replied  gravely. 
"  The  objections  are  insurmountable.  I 
can  never  marry  you;  but  I  do  care  for 
you,  and  I  can  promise  you  one  thing — 
that  I  will  never,  never  marry  any  one 
else " 

"But  me — "  (seizing  my  hand  before  I 
was  aware).  "  Then,  you  will  promise  that, 
on  your  word  of  honour  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  I  will  never  marry  any  one — 
but  you." 

"And  when?" 

"When  your  mother  asks  me  to  be  her 
daughter-in-law,"  I  whispered. 

His  face  fell,  and  he  hastily  released 
me,  as  at  this  moment,  without  knock  or 
cough,  the  door  was  flung  open,  and  Miss 
Skuce  burst  into  the  room,  with  a  news- 
paper in  her  hand. 

"  Oh,  how  do  you  do,  Mr.  Somers  ?  I 
had  no  idea  you   were   here.     Don't  you 
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remember  me  ?  I'm  Miss  Skuce — Dr. 
Skuce's  sister  ;  he  attends  the  Abbey- 
servants,  you  know." 

Mr.  Somers — who  looked  very  black 
indeed — merely  bowed.  Was  Miss  Skuce 
abashed  ?  No,  not  a  whit ;  though  even 
she  must  have  seen  that  she  was  greatly 
de  trop. 

"  So  sorry  to  hear  that  Miss  Chalgrove 
has  met  with  an  accident  in  the  hunting- 
field.  I  saw  it  in  the  paper.  How  anxious 
you  must  be.     I  trust  it's  not  serious." 

"No,  I  believe  not" — surveying  her 
with  cold  curiosity. 

"  Well,  it  said  that  the  horse  fell  on  her  " 
— sitting  down,  and  apparently  anxious  to 
thresh  out  the  subject  at  her  leisure. 

"  Miss  Hayes,"  he  said,  turning  to  me, 
"  I  shall  hope  to  see  you  again  before  you 
leave." 

He  hesitated,  reluctant  to  depart :  he 
had  so  much  to  say  to  me  !  Then  he  shook 
hands,  and,  with  an  extremely  cool  bow  to 
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my  visitor,  walked  out  of  the  room.  As 
the  door  closed  after  him,  she  jumped  to 
her  feet  and  cried — 

"  I  saw  him  coming  in.  He  has  been 
here  fully  twenty  minutes !  It's  not  at 
all  comme  il  faut  to  be  receiving  men. 
I  knew  you  would  be  dreadfully  uncom- 
fortable, and  so  I  trotted  over.  He  had 
no  business  to  call  on  you.  He  is  a  most 
overbearing-looking  young  man,  and  I 
can't  abide  him  !  He  always  seems  as  if 
he  didn't  see  me.  What  brought  him? 
What  did  he  want— eh  ?  " 

Oh,  this  woman — with  her  pitiless 
curiosity,  her  keen  little  questioning 
eyes,  coming  just  after  my  late  most 
trying  interview — was  quite  insupportable  ! 
I  could  have  stood  up  and  screamed.  I 
was  overwrought,  fagged,  heartsore.  I  had 
had  nothing  to  eat  all  day  but  a  cup  of  tea 
and  a  slice  of  toast,  for  Lady  Hildegarde's 
pro-luncheon  visit  had  effectually  destroyed 
my  appetite  for  my  humble  meal. 


KIND  INQUIKIES.  209 

Still,  I  struggled  for  composure  and  for- 
bearance, and  offered  a  blank  wall  of 
impenetrability  to  Mrs.  Gabb  and  Miss 
Skuce's  storm  of  questions ;  for  Mrs.  Gabb 
had  entered  with  the  tea-tray,  and  a  friendly 
determination  to  know"  what  brought  young 
Mr.  Somers  at  that  hour  of  the  night  ?  " 

"It  is  but  barely  five,"  I  answered; 
"  and  he  came  to  pay  me  a  visit  of  con- 
dolence. He  knew  Mrs.  Hayes  very  well 
in  India." 

"  It's  a  most  unusual  thing,"  said  Miss 
Skuce,  suspiciously.  "I  wonder  what  his 
mother  would  say  to  it  ?  " 

At  last  I  got  rid  of  my  pair  of  tormentors. 
They  found  that  I  was  indisposed  to  be 
communicative.  I  pleaded  (with  truth) 
that  I  had  a  dreadful  headache.  So  they 
departed  together — to  wonder,  suggest, 
protest,  and  to  discuss  me,  whilst  I  turned 
down  the  lamp,  threw  myself  on  the  sofa, 
and  cried  comfortably  for  a  couple  of 
hours. 

p 
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CHAPTER   XIV. 

"  MISS    HAYES,    I    BELIEVE  ?  " 

Sueely,  there  is  no  more  melancholy  task 
than  collecting  and  putting  away  the  be- 
longings of  the  dead !  Even  such  little 
everyday  articles  as  gloves,  pens,  books, 
can  inflict  many  agonizing  stabs,  how- 
ever tenderly  handled,  ere  they  are  thrust 
out  of  sight.  Besides  Emma's  own  par- 
ticular possessions,  I  had  to  open  and 
investigate  the  great  bullock  trunk  which 
contained  the  remnant  of  my  father's  and 
mother's  property;  so  that  I  was  at  the 
present  time  actually  surrounded  and  in- 
vested by  the  effects  of  three  relatives  who 
had  passed  away,  and  by  many  dumb  and 
inanimate  things,  which  nevertheless  spoke 
with  tongues. 
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The  bullock  trunk — being  large  and 
unwieldy — had  been  brought  up  to  the 
drawing-room.  I  had  given  orders  that 
no  one  was  to  be  admitted.  I  had  even 
locked  the  door,  ere  I  turned  the  key  in 
the  trunk.  It  smelt  strongly  of  camphor, 
and  contained  mostly  my  father's  effects — 
his  uniform,  his  pistols,  books,  some  rare 
coins,  several  valuable  daggers,  several  files 
of  paid  bills,  and  boxes  of  cartridges.  Quite 
at  the  bottom  was  a  good-sized  leathern 
despatch-box,  and  a  few  pale  water-colour 
sketches^  carefully  wrapped  in  tissue-paper, 
and  also  a  slender  gold-mounted  riding- 
whip  and  a  broken  fan.  The  despatch-box 
was  full  of  letters — my  father's  and  mother's 
letters.  I  glanced  at  one  or  two.  Some- 
how, I  shrank  from  reading  them,  from 
prying  into  the  secrets,  the  most  sacred 
feelings  of  my  dead  parents.  There  was 
also  an  ivory  Prayer-book,  now  very  yellow, 
with  the  name,  "Gwendoline  Chalgrove," 
inscribed  in  a  bold  hand.    There  were,  more- 
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over,  a  faded  photograph  of  a  girl,  a  little 
baby's  shirt,  in  which  was  stuck  a  rusty 
needle,  and  that  was  all. 

These  I  put  aside ;  they  were  relics  to 
be  specially  treasured.  And  then  I  re- 
packed the  great  box  (filling  up  the  space 
with  some  of  poor  Emma's  possessions), 
and  sent  it  downstairs.  I  had  a  great 
deal  too  many  cases  for  a  person  of  my 
indigent  circumstances.  My  own  para- 
phernalia was  sufficiently  modest,  but  I 
could  not  and  would  not  abandon  that 
great  pile  of  luggage  which  had  no  living 
owners.  I  was  going  to  London  the  next 
day.  I  had  bidden  good-bye  to  the  grave — 
paid  our  small  accounts.  I  had  packed  up 
all  Emma's  belongings.  I  was  now  busily 
putting  together  my  own  effects  in  my 
little  room  above  the  drawing-room  :  I  do 
believe  that  one's  clothes  swell  I  I  was 
very  hot  and  tired  as  I  knelt  on  the  floor 
stuffing  mine  into  a  choking  trunk,  when 
Mrs.   Gabb   came   pounding  up  the  stairs, 
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and  gasped  out  as  she  opened  the  door, 
"  There's  a  gentleman  below  !  "  My  mind, 
of  course,  flew  to  Mr.  Somers,  and  I  made 
a  gesture  of  dismissal.  "I  can't  see  any 
one"  I  began. 

"He  says  he  must  see  you;  and  he — 
I  couldn't  well  catch  his  name,  but  I 
believe  he  is  lord  I  Here,  just  tidy  your- 
self, and  let  me  pick  the  white  threads 
off  you." 

I  hurried  down,  with  a  very  tumultuous 
heart,  and  discovered  (as  I  had  half 
suspected)  Lord  Chalgrove.  The  room 
was  in  the  utmost  confusion,  and  he  was 
standing  in  the  middle  of  it,  with  one  of 
the  little  water-colour  drawings  in  his  hand, 
which  he  laid  aside  as  I  entered. 

"  Miss  Hayes,  I — I  believe  ?  "  he  asked, 
after  a  moment's  hesitation. 

"  Yes ;  my  name  is  Hayes." 

"  You  are  the  daughter  of  Desmond 
Hayes  and  my  sister  Gwendoline  ?  " 

"  I  am,"  I  acknowledged  gravely. 
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"Then,  my  dear,"  he  said,  taking  my  hand 
in  his,  "  I  have  come  to  take  you  home." 

I  gazed  at  him  incredulously. 

"You  understand,  don't  you,  that  I  am 
your  uncle?  Your  mother  was  my  only 
sister — you  are  my  nearest  of  kin,  except 
Dolly.  You  are  the  image  of  my  poor 
Gwen !  " 

And  this  sedate  little  grey-hearded 
gentleman,  whom  I  had  never  spoken  to 
before,  drew  me  nearer  to  him  and  kissed 
me  timidly. 

"How  did  you  find  me  out?"  I  asked, 
as  he  sat  down  beside  me. 

"I  saw  Mrs.  Hayes's  death  in  the  paper. 
I  made  inquiries  from  Grindlay  and  Co., 
her  agents.  There  was  a  Miss  Hayes, 
they  believed — a  step-daughter — and  I 
came  by  the  first  train.  I  am  going  to 
take  you  back  with  me  to-day" — looking 
at  his  watch — "  by  the  four  o'clock  train. 
We  shall  not  be  home  before  ten  o'clock 
to-night.     I  see  you  are  half  packed." 
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"  Yes,  I  was  going  to-morrow." 
"  Then  I  am  just  in  the  nick  of  time  ! 
I  never  knew  of  your  existence,  my  dear, 
until  this  morning.  I  wish  I  had.  There 
is  no  use  in  raking  up  old  miseries  now. 
My  father  and  mother  were  stern  and  un- 
forgiving— especially  my  father;  and  your 
mother  had  been  everything  to  them — they 
were  so  proud  of  her.  Well,  she  was  head- 
strong. My  Dolly  is  the  same.  Your 
father  was  a  singularly  handsome  and 
fascinating  fellow.  She  walked  out  and 
married  him  one  morning  in  St.  James's, 
Piccadilly ;  and  my  father,  when  he  heard 
the  news,  drew  the  blinds  down  all  over 
the  house,  and  gave  out  that  Gwen  was 
dead.  And  then  poor  Gwen  died  within 
a  year  in  real  earnest.  We  heard  that  the 
baby  died  too ;  but  I — I  wished  to  make 
sure,  and  I  wrote  out  to  your  father  and 
made  inquiries,  and  offered  to  receive  the 
child,  if  it  had  survived,  and  he  simply 
returned    me    my    own  letter.      If  I  had 
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known,  it  would  have  been  different  for 
you  of  late  years.  Your  father  was  too 
proud.  Pride  cost  a  good  deal,  you  see.  It 
cost  my  father  his  daughter — well,  well !  " 

"  How  is  Miss  Chalgrove  ?     I  heard  she 
had  met  with  an  accident." 

"It's  not  much — a  mere  strain,  she  says. 
Only  for  that,  she  would  have  accompanied 
me ;  but  she  has  to  lie  still — a  hard  thing 
for  her  ;  and  she  is  not  Miss  Chalgrove,  but 
your  cousin  Dolly.  She  declares  that  she 
recognized  you  at  a  dance  by  your  like- 
ness to  the  family.  I  saw  you  too,  arid 
was  struck  by  the  same  thing,  but  I  thought 
it  was  accidental.  Dolly  tried  to  find  out 
your  name,  and  to  get  formally  introduced 
to  you,  but  she  was  told  that  you  were  a 
niece  of  some  Miss  Bennys,  and  that 
they  had  taken  you  away  early  in  the  even- 
ing. Then  we  returned  home,  and,  almost 
immediately,  she  met  with  this  horrible 
fall,  and  that  put  things  out  of  her  head 
until  the  other  day,  when  some  one  wrote 
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a  letter  and  spoke  of  a  pretty  Miss 
Hayes,  living  here,  having  lost  her  step- 
mother. Then  we  saw  the  Times  notice, 
and  put  two  and  two  together,  and  here 
I  am  !  Even  if  your  likeness  to  Gwen  did 
not  speak  for  you,  I  see  her  things  about. 
That  Prayer-book,  there,  I  gave  her  myself. 
How  was  it  that  you  never  sent  me  a 
line?" 

"Inever  heard  anything  about  my  mother's 
people  until  after  that  ball,  when  I  told  my 
step-mother  of  Miss  Chalgrove's  resemblance 
to  myself.  And  then  she  told  me  all  about 
my  mother,  and  how  my  father  would  never 
hear  the  name  of  Chalgrove  mentioned. 
He  never  dreamt  that  he  would  be  leaving 
me  alone  in  the  world;  and  he  was  im- 
placable on  that  one  subject." 

We  talked  for  more  than  half  an  hour, 
my  uncle  and  I.  I  felt  as  if  I  had  known 
him  for  a  long  time.  I  told  him  all  my 
circumstances  ;  in  short,  told  him  every- 
thing— excepting  about  Mr.  Somers. 
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"You  know  the  Somers,  perhaps?"  he 
asked. 

"  Yes ;  I — I — have  met  them." 

"  They  are  connections  of  ours — of  yours. 
Everard  is  my  heir,  as  perhaps  you  may 
have  heard,  and  a  fine  fellow.  His  father 
is  my  next-of-kin,  but  has  completely  lost 
his  memory;  and  Lady  Hildegarde  and  I, 
though  we  know  each  other  since  we  were 
in  pinafores — well — we  don't  stable  our 
horses  together." 

(Nor  did  Lady  Hildegarde  and  I  use  the 
same  stable !) 

"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  drive  out  to  the 
Abbey;  but  it  might  run  me  for  time,  and 
we  must  go  by  the  four  o'clock  train. 
May  I  ring  for  your  landlady?  She  can 
help  you  to  put  your  things  up.  Some  she 
can  send  after  you;  and  meanwhile  I'll 
go  to  the  post-office  and  wire  the  news 
to  Dolly" 

What  a  fuss  Mrs.  Gabb  made  !  She  was 
far  more  in  the  way  than  otherwise.     How- 
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ever,  in  a  very  short  time  I  had  closed 
my  gaping  boxes,  written  directions,  taken 
a  dressing-bag,  put  on  my  hat  and  cloak, 
and  was  ready  to  start. 

Miss  Skuce  entered  as  I  was  casting  my 
last  look  round  the  sitting-room.  (She  had 
had  her  usual  few  words  with  Mrs.  Grabb, 
and  was  almost  incoherent.) 

11  Well,  Gwendoline!" — a  long  pause, 
employed  in  staring  at  me  very  hard,  as 
if  she  expected  me  to  look  different  in 
some  way — "  and  so  your  uncle  is  '  a 
lord,'  and  has  come  to  fetch  you !  Lord 
Chalgro ve !  Well,  well,  well !  I  congratulate 
you  " — kissing  me  effusively — "  I  am  quite 
broken-hearted  that  you  are  going."  She 
had  never  mentioned  this  before.  "And 
you  will  be  a  great  lady — indeed,  I  am  not 
one  bit  surprised — you  always  had  the 
grand  air,"  and  she  held  me  back  at  arms 
length,  and  surveyed  me,  this  time  with 
undisguised  admiration.  "When  you  are 
living  in  high  places,  and  driving  in  your 
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coroneted  carriage,  you  won't  forget  your 
poor  friends  who  were  intimate  with  you  " 
(far  too  intimate)  "  in  your  days  of 
poverty  and  adversity  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  Miss  Skuce,"  eager  to  escape, 
"  I'll  never  forget  you — I  can  promise  you 
that  most  faithfully." 

"Dear!  You  don't  mean  to  say  that 
you  have  been  over  saying  good-bye  to 
those  horrid,  common  Mounds  ?  " 

"  Certainly  I  have ;  they  have  been 
most  kind  to  me.  Why  should  I  not  take 
leave  of  them  ?  " 

"Well,  I  shall  miss  you  frightfully. 
Living  opposite  to  you  has  been  as  in- 
teresting as  a  tale  in  The  Family  Reader 
or  Bow  Bells.  What  with  your  coming  so 
poor  and  lowly,  and  then  knowing  Lady 
Hildegarde,  and  turning  the  heads  of 
hundreds  at  the  Moate  ball — oh,  I  heard 
all  about  it — and  then  being  left  desolate, 
and  scorned,  and,  lastly,  being  fetched 
away   by    a  lord,   your    own   uncle — why, 
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it's  most — most  awfully  affecting !  "  and 
she  actually  was  so  excited  and  upset 
that  she  began  to  cry. 

In  the  midst  of  her  sobs,  my  uncle 
reappeared,  followed  by  a  fly  from  the 
station.  He  gazed  in  puzzled  bewilder- 
ment at  Miss  Skuce,  who  gasped  out  in 
jerky  sentences — 

"  So  sorry — to  part — with  this  dear  sweet 
girl — Lord  Chalgrove.  I  am  her  oldest 
friend,  too — as  she  will  tell  you.  Known 
her — known  her  since  she  first  came — a — 
stranger  to  Stonebrook." 

"  I  am  sure  I  am  greatly  obliged  to  you, 
ma'am.  A  kindness  to  my  niece  is  a 
double  kindness  to  me." 

"  Then,"  hastily  drying  her  eyes,  "  will 
you  do  me  a  favour,  and  allow  me  to  come 
and  see  her  off,  your  lordship  ?  " 

"  Certainly ;  only  too  delighted,"  handing 
her  into  the  fly  :!  Mrs.  Gabb  and  family, 
Mrs.  Mound  and  family,  being  assembled, 
and  spectators  of  this  most  proud  moment ! 
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Then  I  took  leave  of  them  all,  and  of 
that  dingy  little  house,  where  I  had  known 
many  sorrows  and  but  few  joys ;  and 
was  rattled  off  to  the  station  at  a  great 
pace  —  my  uncle  being  engaged  all  the 
time  in  listening  to  Miss  Skuce's  voluble 
regrets. 

It  was  a  new  experience  to  me  to  be 
waited  upon;  my  uncle  took  all  trouble 
off  my  hands.  Whilst  he  was  getting  the 
tickets,  I  noticed  the  Abbey  carriage  drive 
up ;  it  contained  Lady  Hildegarde  and 
Lady  Polexfen — who  was  evidently  going 
away.  They  seemed  surprised  to  see  Lord 
Chalgrove,  and  accosted  him  warmly.  He 
said  something  in  reply,  and  then  both 
ladies  turned  and  looked  hard  at  me ;  but 
there  was  no  time  for  further  conversation, 
for  our  train  was  entering  the  station. 

As  my  uncle  joined  me  with  tickets  and 
newspapers,  I  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  Not 
in  the  same  carriage  with  Lady  Polexfen, 
please — please  I " 
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Then  I  said  farewell  to  Miss  Skuce,  who, 
sobbing  hysterically,  folded  me  in  her 
arms ;  there  was  no  use  in  struggling,  but  I 
promised  myself  that  it  would  be  for  the 
last  time.  Much  as  I  hated  her  endear- 
ments, they  evidently  afforded  her  sincere 
gratification. 

As  the  clock  pointed  to  four,  we  steamed 
slowly  away,  leaving  her  on  the  platform 
dissolved  in  tears,  and  Lady  Hildegarde 
looking  after  us  with  a  glare  of  stony 
incredulity. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

A   NEW    STATION    OP   LIFE. 

We  were  met  at  Chalgrove  station  by  the 
coroneted  carriage  and  high-stepping  horses, 
as  foreseen  by  Miss  Skuce's  eager  imagina- 
tion. My  scanty,  shabby  baggage  was 
entirely  the  affair  of  a  tall  footman,  who 
ushered  me  to  this  splendid  equipage  with 
an  air  of  solemn  deference  which  afforded 
ample  testimony  that  Lord  Chalgrove's 
niece  was  somehody. 

"I'm  extremely  anxious  about  Dolly," 
said  my  uncle  as  we  bowled  along  at  a 
rapid  rate. 

This  was  the  third  or  fourth  time,  within 
three  or  four  hours,  that  he  had  made  the 
same  remark. 
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"  She  won't  give  in — she  has  such  a 
spirit — but  I  know  she  is  more  injured 
than  we  suspect,  and  that  Dr.  Harwood 
has  rather  a  grave  opinion  of  her  case.  An 
accident  to  the  spine  is  always  a  serious 
matter." 

"I  should  think  it  was,"  I  assented. 
"  But  then,  she  has  youth  on  her  side,  which 
is  something." 

"And  she  will  have  you  by  her  side, 
which  will  be  something,"  he  replied.  "  It 
seems  almost  providential — quite  provi- 
dential, indeed — that  I  should  have  been 
able  to  lay  claim  to  a  relation,  to  a  young 
companion  for  her,  just  at  this  critical 
time." 

"  Most  providential  for  me,  uncle,  seeing 
that  I  have  neither  friends  nor  home." 

"  And  here  is  your  home  now,  my  dear," 
he  said,  as  we  dashed  between  a  pair  of 
great  stone  pillars.  "  This  is  Chalgrove, 
where  your  mother  was  born.  There  were 
only  two  of  us,  and  we  were  always  greatly 
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attached  to  one  another — and  she  was  the 
leading  spirit  of  the  two,  afraid  of  nothing, 
not  even  of  my  father  ;  and  many  a  scrape 
we  got  into  together,  though  I  was  the 
elder  by  five  years." 

Chalgrove  Chase  was  a  lovely  place — 
not  a  new  place  in  old  clothes,  nor  an 
old  place  decked  out  in  modern  garments  ; 
but  a  beautiful,  dignified,  venerable  pile, 
standing  among  sloping  green  glades  and 
fine  forest  trees.  We  entered  through  a 
hall  or  armoury  lined  with  coats  of  mail 
and  feudal  banners,  and  passed  into  a  great 
gallery  panelled  with  carved  oak,  and  hung 
with  impressive-looking  portraits ;  every- 
thing around  me  spoke  of  generations  of 
magnificence,  and  of  dignified  prosperity 
And  I  was,  in  a  way,  a  daughter  of  this 
wealthy  and  ancient  house  ! 

The  real  daughter  of  the  house  received 
me  with  wide-open  arms,  as  she  lay  upon 
a  couch  in  her  boudoir.  Poor  girl !  even 
now  I  saw  a  sad  change  in  her ;  her  merry, 
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dancing  eyes  looked  anxious,  and  almost 
tragic ;  were  they  already  deploring  her 
blighted  youth  ?  Her  lips  were  drawn 
with  pain,  her  cheeks  had  lost  their 
pretty  contour.  Yes,  in  ten  days'  time 
Dolly  Chalgrove  was  wasted  to  a  shadow  ! 

Her  spirits,  however,  were  still  in  robust 
condition,  and  she  hailed  me  with  enthu- 
siasm, and — what  is  more  lasting — with 
warm  and  enduring  affection. 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  don't  care  for 
many  girls !  "  she  confessed  as  I  sat  beside 
her,  "  and  those  who  have  been  my  chief 
pals  have  a  horrid  knack  of  getting  married, 
and  that  puts  an  end  to  everything ; 
because,  once  a  girl  marries,  she  tells  all 
she  hears  to  her  husband,  and  even  lets 
him  read  her  letters,  and  that  three- 
cornered  sort  of  business  is  most  unsatis- 
factory. But  now  I  have  you,  my  own 
first  cousin,  who  is  the  image  of  my  Aunt 
Gwendoline,  father  says,  and  as  I  resemble 
her  too,   no   wonder  we    are   almost   like 
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sisters,  and  that  I  was  drawn  to  you  on 
the  spot ! " 

"  And  I  to  you,"  I  answered  emphatically. 

"  You  remember  that  I  told  you  to  look 
out  for  me  in  the  sporting  papers ;  but  I 
never  dreamt  that  when  you  did  see  me 
mentioned  in  a  paragraph,  it  would  be  as 
the  victim  of  a  '  shocking  accident  in  the 
hunting  field.'  It  was  not  really  the 
horse's  fault,  though  he  has  a  hot  temper. 
Another  woman  was  riding  jealous — she 
actually  rode  at  me  !  She  crossed  us  at 
a  fence.  He  jumped  wildly,  and  fell — fell 
on  me,  on  stones.  I  put  up  my  hands 
(as  I  always  do)  to  save  my  face  ;  but  in 
his  struggles  he  kicked  me  in  the  back. 
You  say  I  shall  get  better.  No,  my  dear 
Cousin  Gwen,  I'm  going  to  let  you  into 
a  horrible  secret — I  shall  get  worse.  I  feel 
it.  Every  day  I  am  more  log-like  and 
powerless.  Oh,  I  am  so  sorry  for  the  poor, 
poor  pater.  He  and  I  always  hunted  in 
couples,  always  went  everywhere  together. 
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Gwen,  you  will  have  to  be  a  daughter 
to  him  and  take  my  place." 

Dolly's  sad  presentiment  came  true  ;  all 
that  winter,  spring,  and  summer,  she  never 
left  her  bed,  and  I  nursed  her.  At  length 
there  was  a  shade  of  improvement,  and 
we  took  her  abroad  by  easy  stages,  and 
remained  there  for  months.  She  is  no 
longer  bedridden,  or  a  helpless  invalid,  or 
chained  to  her  sofa  always. 

This  she  declares  she  owes  to  me ;  but 
that  is  only  a  way  of  saying  that  she  is 
fond  of  me.  Her  own  patience,  fortitude, 
and  cheerful  disposition  did  more  for  her 
than  our  assiduous  care  and  foreign  baths. 
She  will  never,  alas,  be  able  to  walk,  to 
dance,  to  mount  a  horse  again !  She  will 
be  a  cripple,  more  or  less,  as  long  as  she 
lives.  Nevertheless,  she  takes  a  vivid 
interest  in  life — life,  in  which  my  pretty, 
vivacious,  warm-hearted  Cousin  Dolly  can 
be  but  a  bystander  and  spectator.  She 
takes  a  keen  interest  in  Everard  and  me. 
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We  have  been  engaged  to  be  married  for 
some  time — with  the  full  approval  of  both 
families. 

Yes,  Lady  Hildegarde  paid  a  three  days' 
visit  to  the  Chase  when  we  returned  from 
Germany,  ostensibly  to  inquire  for  Dolly, 
and  judge  of  her  progress  with  her  own 
eyes;  but  in  reality  to  ask  me  (to  com- 
mand, exhort,  and  entreat,  me)  to  be  her 
son's  wife. 

For,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  it  will  be 
my  hand,  and  not  poor  Dolly's,  that  alone 
can  join  the  great  Chalgrove  fortune  to 
the  impoverished  Somers  estates  ! 

I  am  mistress  of  a  splendid  establish- 
ment, with  an  admirable  housekeeper  as 
viceroy.  And  I  "fell  into  the  ways  of  the 
place,"  as  she  expressed  it,  with  extra- 
ordinary ease. 

I  suppose  there  was  something  in  be- 
longing by  blood  to  the  race  that  had  lived 
there  for  generations!  Ideas,  instincts, 
tastes,    manners,    are     surely    hereditary! 
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Who  would  believe  that  I  had  spent  so 
many  sighs  and  tears  over  a  much  smaller 
domestic  budget,  or  with  what  an  anxious 
eye  I  had  scanned  the  butter  (salt  butter) 
and  the  candles,  in  order  to  measure  their 
consumption?  Who  would  imagine  that  I 
knew  far  better  than  my  own  scullery- 
maid  the  cheap  parts  of  meat ;  and  that 
once  an  unexpected  deficit  of  two  and  four- 
pence  halfpenny  had  cost  me  a  sleepless 
night ! 

How  I  wished  that  Emma,  the  partner 
of  those  dark  days,  had  been  alive  to  enjoy 
the  sunshine  of  my  present  prosperity  ! 

I  have  not  forgotten  Stonebrook — nor  has 
it  forgotten  me.  I  send  punctual  remem- 
brances to  Mrs.  Gabb  and  the  Mounds ; 
and  Miss  Skuce  clings  to  me.  She  favours 
me  with  long  letters  (crossed)  and  elaborate 
Christmas  cards,  and  receives  in  return 
hampers  of  game  and  hothouse  fruit. 
Uncle  Chalgrove  calls  her  "  a  kind,  good, 
warm-hearted  old  soul!"  and  I  leave  him 
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in  his  ignorance.  I  have  steadily  turned 
a  deaf  ear  to  her  continual  importunities 
and  eager  appeals  for  my  photograph,  and 
she  mentions  that  she  would  "prefer  a 
large  one,  in  my  court  train !  "  She  shall 
never  possess  a  picture  of  mine,  large  or 
small,  plain  or  coloured,  for  I  well  know 
how  it  would  stand  on  her  mantelpiece,  to 
be  criticized,  explained,  and  talked  over, 
and  have  all  its  poor  little  history  garru- 
lously related.     No,  never,  never ! 

Everard,  my  cousin  and  fiance',  spends 
most  of  his  time  at  the  Chase.  We  are  to 
live  there  altogether  in  the  coming  by- 
and-by.  He  and  I  often  walk  out  beside 
Dolly's  invalid  chair,  and  accompany  her 
round  the  park,  the  grounds,  gardens,  or 
to  her  favourite  haunt,  the  paddocks,  to 
see  the  pensioners  and  the  young  horses. 
Among  the  former  is  Diable  Vert  (fat, 
lazy,  and  dead  lame).  Dolly  was  firm 
with  respect  to  her  former  favourite,  and 
obtained   a  reprieve   for    him,    as    he   was 
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being  led  forth  to  execution.  He  also  had 
suffered  in  that  dreadful  accident,  and  is 
worthless  as  a  hunter ;  but  he  hobbles  up 
to  the  gate  whenever  he  hears  the  voice  of 
his  comrade  in  misfortune. 

I  know  that  Everard  often — nay,  perhaps 
always — wonders  why  I  am  not  more 
cordial  to  his  mother.  She  knew  my 
own  mother  intimately  long  ago,  and  has 
repeatedly  assured  me,  with  what  poor 
Emma  called  her  "  irresistible "  manner, 
that  she  will  take  her  old  friend's  place, 
and  be  more  than  a  mother  to  me ! 
Naturally,  I  have  never  once  referred  to 
our  unpleasant  little  encounter  in  Mrs. 
Gabb's  lodgings,  nor  to  Emma,  nor  to  India, 
nor  to  any  delicate  subjects.  I  am  always 
civil  and  —  I  hope  —  agreeable.  I  shall 
never  tell  tales  to  Everard.  Perhaps  he  may 
have  his  suspicions — who  knows  ?  Perhaps 
Miss  Skuce  took  all  Stonebrook  into  her 
confidence — perhaps  not.  But  it  is  a 
curious  fact,  that  latterly  he  has  ceased  to 
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urge  me  to  pay  visits  to  the  Abbey,  or  to 
inquire  why  I  invariably  decline  his 
mother's  continual  and  pressing  invitations 
to  stay  with  her  for  a  week  or  two — or  even 
to  sr>end  Christmas  I 


THE   END. 


FRINTED  BY  WILLIAM  CLOWES  AND  SONS,  LIMITED,  LONDON  AND  BECCLBS. 


MAFv'.E    ANTOINETTES     LAST    GRACE. 


'Give  sorrow  words:    the  grief  that  doth  not  speak 
Whispers  the  iinifrauuhL  heart  and  bids  it  break." — Shakespeare. 


WHAT    IS    MORE    TERRIBLE    THAN     REVOLUTION? 

"  As  clouds  of  adversity  gathered  around,  Marie  Antoinette  displayed  a  Patience  and 
Courage  in  Unparalleled  Sufferings  such  as  few  Saints  and  Martyrs  have  equalled.  .  . 
The  Pure  Ore  of  her  nature  was  but  hidden  under  the  cross  of  worldliness,  and  thy 
scorching  fire  of  suffering  revealed  one  of  the  tenderest  hearts,  and  one  of  the  Bravest 
Natures  that  history  records. 

(Which  will  haunt  all  who  have  studied  that  tremendous  drama, 
"THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.") 

"When  one  reflects  that  a  century  which  considered  itself  enlightened,  of  the  most 
refined  civilization,  ends  with  public  acts  of  such  barbarity,  one  begins  to  doubt  of 
Human  Nature  itself,  and  fear  that  the  brute  which  is  always  in  Human  nature,  has  the 
ascendancy  !  "-Cower.  |(|  TH|g  ^  F|TRJL  nREAM 

THE  DRYING  UP  OF  A  SINGLE  TEAR  HAS  MORE  HONEST  FAME  THAN  SHEOOING  SEAS  OF  GORE  ! ! ! 
What  is  Ten  Thousand  Times  more  Horrible  than  Revolution  or  War? 

OUTRAGED    NATURE! 

"  O  World !  O  men !  what  are  we,  and  our  best  designs,  that  we  must  work  by 
crime  to  punish  crime,  and  slay,  as  if  death  had  but  this  one  gate  ?  " — Byron. 

"  What  is  Ten  Thousand  Times  more  Terrible  than  Revolution  or  War  ?  Outraged 
Nature !  She  kills  and  kills,  and  is  never  tired  of  killing,  till  she  has  taught  man  the 
terrible  lesson  he  is  so  slow  to  learn — that  Nature  is  only  conquered  by  obeying  her.  .  . 
Man  has  his  courtesies  in  Revolution  and  War ;  he  spares  the  woman  and  child.  But 
Nature  is  fierce  when  she  is  offended;  she  spares  neither  woman  nor  child.  She  has  no 
pity,  for  some  awful  but  most  good  reason.  She  is  not  allowed  to  have  any  pity. 
Silently  she  strikes  the  sleeping  child  with  as  little  remorse  as  she  would  strike  the 
strong  man  with  musket  or  the  pickaxe  in  his  hand.  Oh!  would  to  God  that  some  man 
had  the  pictorial  eloquence  to  put  before  the  mothers  of  England  the  mass  of  preventable 
suffering,  the  mass  of  preventable  agony  of  mind  which  exists  in  England  year  after 
year." — Kingsley. 

JEOPARDY    OF    LIFE,   THE    CREAT    DANCER   OF    DELAY. 

You  can  change  the  trickling  stream,  but  not  the  Raging  Torrent. 
How  important  it  is  to  have  at  hand  some  simple,  effective,  and  palatable  remedy, 
such  asENO'S  "FRUIT  SALT,"  to  check  disease  at  the  onset !  !  !  For  this  is  the 
time.  With  very  little  trouble  you  can  change  the  course  of  the  trickling  mountain 
stream,  but  not  the  rolling  river.  It  will  defy  all  your  efforts.  I  cannot  sufficiently 
impress  this  important  information  upon  all  householders,  ship  captains,  or  Europeans 
generally,  who  are  visiting  or  residing  in  hot  or  foreign  climates.  Whenever  a  change  is 
contemplated  likely  to  disturb  the  condition  of  health,  let  ENO'S  "FRUIT  SALT" 
be  your  companion,  for  under  any  circumstances  its  use  is  beneficial,  and  never  can  do 
harm.  When  you  feel  out  of  sorts,  restless,  sleepless,  yet  unable  to  say  why,  frequently 
without  warning  you  are  seized  with  lassitude,  disinclination  for  bodily  or  mental 
exertion,  loss  of  appetite,  sickness,,  pain  in  the  forehead,  dull  aching  of  back  and  limbs, 
col.lness  of  the  surface,  and  often  shivering,  &c,  then  your  whole  body  is  out  of  order, 
the  spirit  of  danger  has  been  kindled,  but  you  do  not  know  where  it  may  end  ;  it  is  a 
real  necessity  to  have  a  simple  remedy  at  hand.  The  common  idea  is  :  "I  will  wait  and 
see,  perhaps  I  shall  be  better  to-morrow,"  whereas  had  a  supply  of  ENO'S  "FRUIT 
SALT  "  been  at  hand,  and  use  made  of  it  at  the  onset,  all  calamitous  results  might  have 
been  avoided. 

"I  used  my  'FRUIT  SALT'  in  my  last  severe  attack  of  fever,  and  I  have 
every  reason  to  say  I  believe  it  saved  my  life."— J.  C.  ENO. 

The  effect  of  ENO'S  "  FRUIT  SALT"  on  a  disordered  or  FEVERISH  condition 
of  the  system  is  MARVELLOUS. 

Small  Pox,  Scarlet  Fever,  Pyaemia,  Erysipelas.  Measles.  Gangrene, 
and  almost  every  mentionable  disease.—"  I  have  been  a  nurse  for  upwards  of 
ten  years,  and  in  that  time  have  nursed  cases  of  scarlet  fever,  pyaemia,  erysipelas, 
measles,  gangrene,  cancer,  and  almost  every  mentionable  disease.  During  the  whole 
time  I  have  not  been  ill  myself  for  a  single  day,  and  this  I  attribute  in  a  great  measure  to 
the  use  of  ENO'S  'FRUIT  SALT,'  which  has  kept  my  blood  in  a  pure  state.  I 
recommend  it  to  all  my  patients  during  convalescence.  Its  value  as  a  means  of  health 
cannot  be  over-estimated. — April  21, 1894."  A  Professional  Nurse.  , 

CAUTION.— See  the  CAPSULE   is  marked  "ENO'S  FRUIT  SALT."     Without,  it  you    I 

have  been  imposed  on  by  a  worthless   imitation.     Prepared  only  at  *  \ 
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A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 
Miss  Cadogna. 
Love — or  a  Name. 
Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 


BY  G.  A.  HENTY. 
Rujub  the  Juggler. 

BY  HENRY  HERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

BY  HEADON  HILL. 
Zambra  the  Detective. 

BY  JOHN  HILL. 
Treason-Felony. 

BY  MRS.  CASH  EL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIG  HE  HOPKINS. 
Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  HUNGERFORD. 
In  Durance  Vile. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel. 

A  Modern  Circe. 
Lady  Verner's  Flight. 
The  Red-House  Mystery. 
The  Three  Graces. 
An  Unsatisfactory  Lover. 
Lady  Patty. 
Nora  Creina. 
The  Professor's  Experiment. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person. 

BY  WILLIAM  JAMESON. 
My  Dead  Self. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
*  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.' 
Passion's  Slave. 
Bell  Barry. 
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About  (Edmond).—  The  Fellah:  An  Egyptian  Novel.    Translated  by 

Sir  Randal  Roberts.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 


Adams  (W-  Davenport),  Works  by. 


A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays,  Playwrights,  Players, 
and  Playhouses  of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Present 
Day.     Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  12*.  6d.  [Preparing. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    Selected  by  W.  Davenport  Adams.    Post  8ro,  cloth  limp,  21.  6  i. 

Agony  Column  (The)  of  '  The  Times,'  from  1800  to  1870.     Edited 

with  an  Introduction,  by  ALICE  CLAY.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Aide  (Hamilton),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon. I     Confidences. 

Alden  (W.  L.). — A  Lost  Soul:  Being  the  Confession  and  Defence  of 

Charles  Lindsay.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d. 


Alexander  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Maid,  Wife,  of  Widow? 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

I     Valerie's  Fate.  I     Blind  Fate. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3-r.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2J.  each. 
A  Life  Interest.  |        Mona's  Choice.  |        By  Woman's  Wit. 


Allen  (F.  M. 

cloth,  3s.  6d. 


-Green  as  Grass.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo, 


Allen  (Grant),  Works  by. 


The  Evolutionist  at  Large.  Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  St. 
Post-Prandial  Philosophy.  Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  $s.  6d. 
Moorland  Idylls.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  decorated,  6s. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 


Babylon.    12  Illustrations. 

Strange  Stories.    Frontis. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

For  Maimie's  Sake. 

Philistia. 

In  all  Shades. 


The  Devil's  Die. 

This  Mortal  Coil. 

The  Tents  of  Shem.  Frontis. 

The  Great  Taboo. 

Dumaresq's  Daughter. 

Under  Sealed  Orders. 


The  Duchess  of  Powysland 
Blood  Royal. 

Ivan  Greet's  Masterpiece. 
The  Scallywag.    24  Illusts. 
At  Market  Value. 


Dr.  Palllser's  Patient.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  id. 


Anderson  (Mary).— Othello's  Occupation: 

cloth,  v.  6V. 


A  Novel.     Crown  8vo, 


Antipodean   (The) :  An  Australasian  Annual.     Edited  by  A.  B.  PATER- 
SON  and  G.  ESSEX  F.VAN'S.     Medium  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  u. 

Arnold  (Edwin  Lester),  Stories  by. 

The  Wonderful  Adventures  of  Phra  the  Phoenician.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  11 

Illustrations  by  II.  M.  PAGET,  3*.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas.    With  Frontispiece  by  S.  I..  Wood.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  31.  6,/. 

Artemus  Ward's  Works.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  v  W.— Also  a  POPULAR  EDITION  post  fvo,  picture  boards,  21. 
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Ashton  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

History  of  the  Chap-Books  of  the  18th  Century.    With  334  Illustrations 
Humour,  Wit,  and  Satire  of  the  Seventeenth  Century.    With  82  Illustrations. 
English  Carioature  and  Satire  on  Napoleon  the  First.    With  115  Illustrations. 

Modern  Street  Ballads.    With  57  Illustrations. 

Social  Mte  In  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    With  85  illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6A 

Bacteria,  Yeast  Fungi,  and  Allied  Species,  A  Synopsis  of.     By 

W.  B.  GROVE,  B.A.    With  87  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

Bardsley  (Rev.  C.  Wareing,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

English  Surnames-:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.    Fifth  EDITION,  with  a  New  Preface 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7^.  6d. 
Curiosities  of  Puritan  Nomenclature.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3-r.  6d. 


Baring  Gould  (Sabine,  Author  of  'John  Herring,'  (fee),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
Red  Spider. I     Eve. 

Barr  (Robert:  Luke  Sharp),  Stories  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  DEMAIN  HAMMOND. 

From  Whose  Bourne,  &c,    with  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 

A  Woman  Intervenes.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Hai.  Hurst. 

Revenge  !    With  12  Illustrations  by  Lancelot  Speed  and  others. 

Barrett  (Frank),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each ;  cloth,  zs.  6d.  each. 


Fettered  for  Life. 

The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich, 

Between  Life  and  Death. 

Folly  Morrison.     I     Honest  Davie. 

Little  Lady  Linton. 


A  Prodigal's  Progress. 

John  Ford;  and  His  Helpmate. 

A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 

Lieut.  Barnabas.   |     Found  Guilty. 

For  Love  and  Honour. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3-r.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  zs.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d.  each. 

The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. | The  Harding  Scandal. 

A  Missing  Witness.     With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  MARGETSON.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  id. 
Was  She  Justified  7    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Barrett  (Joan).— Monte  Carlo  Stories.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  15.  6d. 
Beaconsfield,  Lord.     By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M. P.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
Beauchamp  (Shelsley).— Grantley  Grange.     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Besant  (Sir  Walter)  and  James  Rice,  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2S .  6d,  each. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Yulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft,  &c. 

■Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay,  &c. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant,  &c. 


***  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely  set  in  new  type  on  a 
large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra,  6s.  each;  and  a  POPULAR  EDITION  of  The  Golden 
Butterfly,  medium  8vo,  6d.  ;  cloth,  is. 

Besant  (Sir  Walter),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  Cd.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each  :  cloth  limp,  zs.  Cd.  each. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.    With  12  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
The  Captains'  Room,  &c.    AVith  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  WHEELER. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  FURNISS. 
Dorothy  Forster.    With  Frontispiece  by  CHARLES  GREEN. 
Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories.  I        Children  of  Gibeon, 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then.    With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
Herr  Paulus:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall.         |         The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy. 
To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.    With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 
The  Holy  Rose,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  BARNARD. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse  :  A  Romance  of  To-day.    With  12  Illustrations  by  F.  BARNARD. 
St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower.    With  12  Illustrations  by  C.  Green. 
Verbena  Camellia  StephanotiS.  Arc.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  GORDON  BROWNE. 
The  Ivory  Gate.  |        The  Rebel  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice.  With  12  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  Hyde. 
In  Deaoon's  Orders,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  A.  forestier.     I        The  Revolt  of  Man. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3r.  6d.  each. 
The  Master  Craftsman.     I     The  City  of  Refuge.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  Wilson. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.    Cheap  Popular  Edition.    Medium  8vo,  6rt;   cloth,  it. 
A  Fountain  Sealed.     With  Frontispiece  by  H.  G.  BURGESS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6x. 
The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.   By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT  and  WALTER  H.POLLOCK. 
With  50  Illustrations  by  CHRIS  HAMMOND  and  JULE  GOODMAN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  fir. 
Fifty  Years  Ago.    With  144  Plates  and  WoodcvlfS!    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  dr. 
London.    With  125  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  ys.  6d. 
Westminster.    With  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  WALKER,  R.P.E.,  and  130  Illustrations  by 

,  William  Patten  and  others.  ...Demy  8vo,  cloth',  7s.  6d. ,. , 
Bir  Richard  Whittington.    AVith  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo",  art  Inen,  3s.  Cd, 
Gaspard  de  Coli^ny,    Witt-  -  ?--? ~".  -  " 
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Bechstein    (Ludwig). — As    Pretty    as    Seven,   and  other  German 

Stories.    With  Additional  Talcs  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  98  Illustrations  by  RICHTER.    Square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  js.  6d. 

Bellew  (Frank).— The  Art  of  Amusing!    A  Collection  of  Graceful 

Arts,  Games,  Tricks,  Puzzle?,  and  Charades.    With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Bennett  (W-  C,  LL.D.).— Songs  for  Sailors.    Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 
Bewick  (Thomas)  and  his  Pupils.     By  Austin  Dobson.    With  95 

Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Bierce  (Ambrose). — In  the  Midst  of   Life:    Tales  of  Soldiers  and 

Civilians.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Bill  Nye's  History  of  the  United  States.     With  146  Illustrations 

by  F.  UPPER.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3-r.  6d. 

Bire    (Edmond).  —  Diary    of   a    Citizen    of   Paris   during   'The 

Terror.'   Translated  and  Edited  by  JOHN  DE  VILLIERS.   With  2  Photogravure  Portraits.    Two  Vols, 
demy  8vo,  cloth,  21J. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Handbooks. 

Grosvenor  Motes,  Vol.  III.,  1888-90.    With 


Academy  Notes,  1898.  [May. 

Academy  Notes,  1875-79.     Complete  in 

One  Vol.,  with  600  Illustrations.    Cloth,  6r. 
Academy  Notes,  1880-84.     Complete  in 

One  Vol.,  with  700  Illustrations.    Cloth,  6s. 
Aoademy  Notes,  1890-94.     Complete  in 

One  Vol.,  with  800  Illustrations.    Cloth,  js.  6d. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.  With 

300  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth   6s. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87.  With 

300  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


230  Illustrations.    Demy  Svo  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
The    New   Gallery,  1888-1892.     With   25a 

Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
English  Pictures  at  the  National  Gallery, 

with  114  Illustrations,     is. 
Old    Masters  at    the  National   Gallery. 

With  128  Illustrations,    is.  6d. 
Illustrated    Catalogue    to  the   National 

Gallery.    With  242  IUusts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  3s. 


The  Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Paris  Salon,  1893.    With  300  Sketches.    3s.         [May 

Blind  (Mathilde),  Poems  by. 

The  Ascent  of  Man.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  sj. 

Dramas  in  Miniature.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Madox  Brown.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5J. 

Songs  and  Sonnets.    Fcap.  8vo  vellum  and  gold,  $s. 

Birds  Of  Passage  :  Songs  of  the  Orient  and  Occident.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  linen,  6s.  net. 

Bourget  (Paul). — A  Living  Lie.    Translated  by  John  de  Villiers. 

With  special  Preface  for  the  English  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Books  by. 

English  Merchants  :  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Commerce.    With  numerous 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 
English  Newspapers  :  Chapters  in  the  History  ofjournalism.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  251. 
The  Other  Side  of  the  Emin  Pasha  Relief  Expedition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man's  Land.    |        Camp  Notes.        |        Savage  Life. 

Brand    (John).— Observations   on   Popular   Antiquities;    chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.    With  the  Additions  of  Sir 
HENRY  ELLIS,  and  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and  Stories.     Eighteenth 
Thousand.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the  Dates :  Being  the  Appendices  to  '  The  Reader's  Hand- 
book,' separately  printed.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Brewster  (Sir  David),  Works  by.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  4s.  6d.  each. 

More  Worlds  than  One  :  Creed  of  the  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  the  Christian.    With  Plates. 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Galileo,  Tycho  Brahb,  andKEPLEK.    With  Portraits. 
Letters  on  Natural  Magic.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Brillat=Savarin. —  Gastronomy    as   a   Fine   Art.      Translated  by 

R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2j. 

Brydges    '" — ,JS      ■■--------     *  "lome.    With  91  Illustrations. 

PoSt8vo,  illi -:.  
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Buchanan  (Robert),  Novels,  &c,  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 


The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature.    With  Frontispiece. 
God  and  the  Man.  With  n  Illustrations  by 
Lady  Kilpatrick.  fFRED.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom    of    Madeline.     With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  AV.  COOPER. 


Love  Me  for  Ever.    With  Frontispiece. 
Annan  Water.  |  Foxglove  Manor. 

The  New  Abelard.  I  Rachel  Dene. 
Matt  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.    With  Frontispiece. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  Heir  of  Iilnne.  I  Woman  and  the  nan. 


Bed  and  White  Heather.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6rf. 


The  Wandering  Jew :  a  Christmas  Carol.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Charlatan.    By  Robert  Buchanan  and  Henry  Murray.     Crown  8vo,   cloth,  with  a 

Frontispiece  byT.  H.  ROBINSON,  jr.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  as. 

Burton  (Robert) The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.    With  Transla- 
tions of  the  Quotations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 
Melancholy  Anatomised :  An  Abridgment  of  Burton's  Anatomy.    Post  8vo,  half-bd.,  as.  6d. 

Caine  (Hall),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  as.  6d.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.   |        A  Son  of  Hagar.  I        The  Deemster. 

Also  Library  Editions  of  The  Deemster  and  The  Shadow  of  a  Crime,  set  in  new  type, 
crown  8vo,  and  bound  uniform  with  The  Christian,  6s.  each;  and  the  CHEAP  POPULAR  EDITION  of 
The  Deemster,  medium  8vo,  portrait-cover,  6d. ;  cloth,  is. 

Cameron  (Commander  V-  Lovett).— The  Cruise  of  the  'Black 

Prince '  Privateer.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  as. 

Captain    Coignet,    Soldier    of    the    Empire :    An  Autobiography. 

Edited  by  LOREDAN  LARCHEY.    Translated  by  Mrs.  CAREY.    With  100  Illustrations.    Crown  8yo, 


Carlyle  (Jane  Welsh),  Life  of.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland.    With 

Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).— On  the  Choice  of  Books.     Post  8vo,  el.,  15.  6d, 

Correspondence  of  Thomas   Carlyle   and  R.  W.  Emerson,  1834-1873,     Edited  by 

C.  E.  NORTON.     With  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  24*. 

Carruth  (Hayden). — The  Adventures  of  Jones.     With  17  Illustra- 
tions.   Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  as. 

Chambers  (Robert  W.),  Stories  of  Paris  Life  by.    Long  fcap.  8vo, 

cloth,  as.  (td.  each. 

The  King  In  Yellow.  |        In  the  Quarter. 

Chapman's  (George),  Works.    Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 

Doubtful  Ones.— Vol.  II.,   Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with   Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.— Vol. 
III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6d.  each. 

Chappie  (J.  Mitchell).— The  Minor  Chord:  The  Story  of  a  Prima 

Donna,     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  td. 

Chatto  (W,  A.)  and  J.  Jackson,— A  Treatise  on  Wood  Engraving, 

i  listorical  and  Practical.     With  Chapter  by  H.  G.  BOHN,  and  450  fine  lilusts.    Large  4to,  half-leather,  28J. 

Chaucer  for  Children  :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  "With 

8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3X.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zj.  6d. 

Chess,  The  Laws  and  Practice  of.  With  an  Analysis  of  the  Open- 
ings.    By  HOWARD  STAUNTON.    Edited  by  R.  B.  WORMALD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess  :  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces  in  obedience  to  Stra- 
tegic Principle.     By  F.  K.  YOUNG  and  E.  C.  HOWELL.     Long  fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  ss.  6d. 

The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament.  Containing-  the  Authorised  Account  of  the  230  Games 
played  Aug. -Sept.,  1895.  With  Annotations  by  PlLLSBURY,  LASKER,  TARRASCH,  STEINITZ, 
SCH1FFERS,    TEICHMANN,  BARDELEBEN,  BLACKBURNE,  GUNSJJERG,  TlNSLEY,   MASON.and 

Albin  ;  Biographical  Sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters,  ana  22  Portraits.  Edited  by  H.  F.  Cheshire. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  bd. _^ 

Clare  (Austin),  Stories  by. 

For  the  Loye  of  a  Lass.    Post  8vo,  frustrated  boaids,  2J. ;  cloth,  zr.  &f. 

By  the  Rise  of  the  River;  Tales  and  Sketches  in  South  Tynedafe.    Crown  Bvo.  buckram.  rift 
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Clive  (Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  is.  each. 

Paul  Ferroll. I  Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Clodd  (Edward,  P. R.  A.  S.).— Myths  and  DreamsT    Cr.  8vo,  35.  6i. 

Coates  (Anne).— Rie's  Diary.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

Cobban  (J.  Maclaren),  Novels  by. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.    Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  2T. 

The  Red  Sultan.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boalds,  2S. 

The  Burden  of  Isabel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6rt. 

Coleman  (John). — Curly:    An  Actor's  Story.     With  21  Illustrations 

by  J.  C.  DOLLMAN.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Co leridge  (M.  E.).— The  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.    Cloth,  is.  6d. 
Collins  (C.  Allston). — The  Bar  Sinister.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
Collins  (John  Churton,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jonathan  Swif       A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sj. 

Collins  (Mortimer  and  Frances),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss.  each. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  I         Blacksmith  and  Soholar. 

Transmigration.  |       You  Play  me  False.       I        The  Village  Comedy, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  vs.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I     A  Fight  with  Fortune.  |    Sweet  and  Twenty,    I   Frances, 

CoIlins^Wilkie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  many  Illustrated,  3*.  6d.  each  :  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  as.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2j.  6d.  each. 


My  Miscellanies, 

Armadale. 

Poor  Miss  Finch, 

Miss  or  Mrs.? 

The  New  Magdalen, 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel, 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 


Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Solenoe, 
'  I  Say  No.' 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
The  Evil  Genius, 
Little  Novels. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain, 
Blind  Love, 


Antonlna. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Woman  in  Whit*, 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

After  Dark. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

The  Queen  of  Heart*., 

Mo  Name, 

Popular  Editions.    Medium  8vo,  ti.  each ;  cloth,  is.  each 
The  Woman  in  White,    I         The  Moonstone.  1       Antonlna. 

The  Woman  In  White  and  The  Moonstone  in  One  Volume,  medium  8vo,  cloth,  gj. 

Colman's  (George)  Humorous  Works:  'Broad  Grins,'  'My  Night» 

gown  and  Slippers,'  &c.    With  Life  and  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J-.  6d. 

Colquhoun  (M.  J.). — Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  Post  8vo,  boards,  as. 
Colt=breaking,  Hints  on.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,  3s.  6d. 
Convalescent  Cookery.  By  Catherine  Ryan.  Cr.  8vo,  is. ;  cl.,  is.  6i. 
Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by. 

Demonolcgy  and  Devil-Lore.    With  65  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  28*. 
George  Washington's  Rules  of  Civility.    Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  ss.  id. 


Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 
Leo. I        Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

Cooper  (Edward  H.).— Geoffory  Hamilton.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s  ed. 
Cornwall.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West  of  England;  or,  Tha 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.     Collected  by  ROBERT  HUNT,  F.R.S.      Witfi 
two  Steel  Plates  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  bd. 

Cotes  (V.  Cecil).— Two  Girls  on  a  Barge.     With  44  Illustrations  by 

F.  H.  TOWNSF-ND.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. ^ ^ 

Craddock  (C.  Egbert)~Tstories  by. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.    Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  ar. 
His  Vanished  Star.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 


Cram    'Dolnh    Aft«m«\._Riflrk   spirits  and   White.     Fcap.  8vo, 
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Crellin  (H.  N.).  Books  by. 

Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio.    V.'ith  28  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  WOOD.  Crown  8ro,  clcth,  31.  Bd. 

Tales  of  the  Caliph.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is. 

The  Nazarenes:  A  Drama.     Crown  8vc,  is. ^ 

Crim  (Matt.). — Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  with  a  Frontispiece  by  DAN.  BEARD,  $s.  $d. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gj. 

Crockett  (S.   R.)  and  others.  —  Tales  of  Our  Coast.      By  S.   R. 

Crockett,  Gileert  Packer,  Hap.old  Frederic,  'Q..'  and  W   Clark  Russell,    With    2 

Illustrations  by  FRANK  BRA:.'G\VYN.     Crcwn  cvo,  cl.th,  s_.  t:i. 

Croker    (Mrs.   B.  M.),    Novels   by.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

e^:h  ;  post  Svo,  Clurtrited  boards,  is.  e^cii ;  cloth  limp,  is.  &J.  each. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville,  1       Diana  Harrington.  I      A  Family  Likeness* 

A  Bird  of  Passage.  |       Proper  Pride.  I       '  To  Let.' 

Village  Tales  and  Jangle  Tragedies.      j        Tiro  Masters.       |        Mr,  JenriOi 
Married  or  Single  ?  I        The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extr-t.  -is.  C.i.  each. 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry,      I   interference.    1     A  Third  Person* 

Beyond  the  Pale.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6r. 

Miss  Balmaine's  Past.    Crown  £vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Cruikshank's   Comic  Almanack.      Complete  in  Two  Series  :   The 

First,  from  18-35  to  1841;   the  Secoxd,  from  1844  to  1853.     A  Catherine  of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Thackeray,  hood,  Mayhew,  albert  Smith,  a'Beckett.  Roeert  Brough,  &c.    With 

numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Wcodcnts  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHAXK,  HlNE,  LANDELLS,  &c. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  %£?.,  -s.  td.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Craikshank.     By  Blaxchard  Jerrold,     With  84  Illustrations  and  a 

Bibliography.     Crown  £vo.  cloth  extra,  %s.  Cd. 

Cumming  (C.  F.  Gordon),  Works  by.     Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  85.  6d.  ea. 

In  the  Hebrides.     "With  an  Aut-ry-e  F.-:r.:>->^  zr.d  2->  Ii:v:s:r?.tIons. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the"  IndJan  Plains.    With  ±2  I^uitrations. 

Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon.    w\\_\  23  U„strr.:;r.3. 

Yia  Cornwall  to  Egypt.    V-'ith  ^  Phcv.gravure  Fror.ti-: piece.     Deiriy  8vo,  c'.oth,  js.  6d. 

Cussans  (John  E.).— A  Handbook  of  Heraldry;  with  Instructions 

for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering-  Ar.cicr.t  M5S.,  &c.    Fcunh  Edition,  revised,  with  408  Woodcuts 
rr.d  2  Co'oureJ  Pistes.     Crov.n  c.o,  clcth  extra.  6s. 

Cyples  (W.).— Hearts  of  Gold.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  bds. ,  25. 
Daudet  (Alphonse).— The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation.  Crown 

£vo,  cloth  extra,  $t.  id.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Davenant  (Francis,  M.A.). — Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of 

a  Profession  for  their  Sons  when  Starting  in  Life.     Crown  Z: ■■-.,  cloth,  is.  6.1. 

Davidson  (Hugh  Coleman).— Air.  Sadler's  Daughters.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  V.'O'jD.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  0.1. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.  Yorke=),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  15.  ea.;  cl.,  is.  6d.  ea. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  Hints. 

Nursery  Hints  :  A  M...ti  -rs  Guide  ::■■  Ho.lth  and  Disease. 

Foods  lor  the  Fat :   A  1  rcatoe  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dtutary  for  its  Cure. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo,  zs.  ;  cloth  litn.p,  u.  id. 


Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Collected  and  Edited, 

with  Introduction  and  Notes,  !  y  I.sv.  A.  E.  GR05ART,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  gvo,  cloth,  31.  6d.  each. 

Dawson  (Erasmus,  AT. B.).- The  Fountain  of  Youth.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  with  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NlSEET,  ;j.  id.  ■  post  two.  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

De  Querin  (Maurice),  The  Journal  of.    Edited  by  G.  S.  Trebutien. 

V.'ith  a  Me.T.  oir  .  v  SAI.\"TE-EEU\rE.    Translated  from  toe  20th  French  Edition  by  JESSIE  P.  FROTH- 
INGHAII.     reap.  Svo.  half-bound,  zs.  6  i. 

De  Maistre  (Xavier). — A  Journey  Round  my  Room.    Translated 

by  Sir  HENRY  ATT  WELL.     Post  Svo,  ciota  '.itap,  zs.  id. 

De  Alille  (James). — A  Castle  in  Spain.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 

a  Frontispiece,  y.  i-1.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Derby  (The)  :  The  Blue  Ribbon  of  th<*  t..^*     w.-.i- ,"--.-'  • .. .  ,JUnts 

of  the  Oaks.    Ev  Loiis  Hzi.of.y  Cy 
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Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  2s.  ea. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears. |        Circe's  Lovers. 

Dewar  (T.  R.).— A  Ramble  Round  the  Globe.     With  220  Illustra- 

tions.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  td. 

De  Windt   (Harry).— Through    the   Gold -Fields    of    Alaska  to 

Bering  Straits.     With  Map  and  33  full-page  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

Dickens  (Charles).— About  England  with  Dickens.     By  Alfred 

RIMMER.     With  57  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  VANDERHOOF,  ALFRED  RIMMER,  and  others.     Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  75.  6d. 

Dictionaries. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and  Stories.    By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     VVith  an  ENGLISH  P.lKLIOGRAPHY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the  Dates.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2;. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles :  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic,     By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  BREWER, 

LL.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes  by  Samuel 

A.  BENT,  A.M.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6d. 
Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.   By 
ELIEZER  EDWARDS.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Diderot. — The    Paradox  of  Acting.      Translated,    with    Notes,   by 

WALTER  HERRIES  POLLOCK.     With  Preface  by  Sir  HENRY  IRVING.     Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4J.  6d. 

Dobson  (Austin),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Four  Frenchwomen.     With  Four  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes.    IN  Three  Series.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s.  each. 

Dobson  (W-  T.). — Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentricities.   Post 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Donovan  (Dick),  Detective  Stories  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2x.  6d.  each. 


The  Man-Hunter.    I        Wanted  1 

Caught  at  Last. 

Tracked  and  Taken, 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan  7 

Suspicion  Aroused. 


A  Detective's  Triumphs, 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Link  by  Link.     |     Dark  Deeds, 
Riddles  Read. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth,  ss.  6d.  each. 
The  Man  from  Manchester.    With  23  Illustrations. 

Tracked  to  Doom.     With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE. 
The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 
The  Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch,  of  the  Russian  Secret  Service.     

Dowling  (Richard).— Old  Corcoran's  Money.  Crown  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. 
Doyle  (A.  Conan).— The  Firm  of  Girdlestone.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Dramatists,  The  Old.      Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Portraits,  3s.  6d.  per  Vol. 

Ben   Jonson's    Works.     With  Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Biographical   Memoir  b> 

William  GlFFORD.     Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.    Three  Vols. 
Chapman's  Works.    Three  Vols.    Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete  ;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and   Minor 

Translations,  with  an  Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowe's  Works.     Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.    One  Vol. 
Massinger's  Plays.    From  Giffqrd's  Text.    Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette :  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each. 
A  Social  Departure.    With  in  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 
An  American  Girl  In  London.    With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 
The  Simple  Adventures  of  a  Memsahib.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each. 
A  Daughter  of  To-Day. |        Vernon's  Aunt.    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst. 

Dutt  (Romesh  C.).— England  and    India:    A  Record   of  Progress 

during  One  Hundred  Years.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

Dyer  (T.  F.  ThiseltonjT^The  Folk=Lore  of  Plants.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  67. 
Early  English  Poets.      Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations 

by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher's  (Giles)  Complete  Poems.    One  Vol. 
Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 
Horrick's  iRobert)  Complete  Collected  Poems.    Three  Vols. 
Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete  Poetical  Works,    Three  Vols. 

Edgcumr"*  'c!"  p     °    i*^*"*^  —  ^"hyrus :    A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  or.  the  -     ,  cluth  extra,  5s. 
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Edwardes  (Mrs.  Annie),  Novels  by. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
Archie  Lovell.  |     A  Point  of  Honour. 


Edwards  (Eliezer).— Words,  Facts,  and   Phrases:    A  Dictionary 

of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.    Cheaper  Edition,     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Edwards  (M.  Betham=),  Novels  by. 

Kitty.    Post  8vo,  boards,  w. ;  cloth,  2*.  id.         |        Felicia.    Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  is. 

Egerton  (Rev.  J.  C,  M.A.). —  Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  WACE,  and  Four  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ;j. 

Eggleston  (Edward).— Roxy  :  A  Novel,    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  25. 
Englishman's  House,  The:  A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Build- 

Ing  a  House.     By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON.    Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  IUusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  id. 

Ewald  (Alex,  Charles,  F.S.A.),  Works  by. 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince  Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany  (The  Young  preten- 
der).   "With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  id. 
Stories  from  the  State  Papers.    With  Autotype  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Eyes,  Our  :  How  to  Preserve  Them.    By  John  Browning.    Cr.  8vo,  is. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    By  Samuel  Arthur  Bent, 

A.M.    Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  id. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle :  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience.    Edited 

by  WILLIAM  CROOKES,  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each  other.     Edited  by 
WnpLtAM  CRPOKES.  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

Farrier  (J.  Anson),  Works  by. 

Military  M  anners  and  Customs.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

War  l  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  '  Military  Manners  and  Customs.'    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  u.  6d. 

Fenn  (Q.  Manville),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 
The  New  Mistress.    I  Witness  to  the  Deed.  |  The  Tiger  Lily.  1  The  White  Yirgln, 

A  Woman  Worth  Winning.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Fin- Bee. — The  Cupboard  Papers :  Observations  on  the  Art  of  Living 

and  Dining.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art  of  Making ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury.    By  THOMAS  KENTISH.    With  267  Hustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5J. 

First  Book,  My.  By  Walter  Besant,  Tames  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sell, Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims,  rudyard  Kipling,  a.  Conan  Doyle, 
M.  E.  Braddon,  f.  w.  Robinson,  h.  Ridkr  haggard,  r.  m.  Ballantyne.  I.  Zangvvill, 
Morley  Roberts,  D.  Christie  Murray,  Mary  Corelli,  J.  K.  Jerome,  John  strance 
WINTER,  BRET  Harte,  '  <J.,'  ROBERT  BUCHANAN,  and  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  With  a  Prefatory  Story 
by  Jerome  K.  JEROME,  and  185  Illustrations.    A  New  Edition.    Small  demy  8vo,  art  linen,  3J.  6t£ 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the  Letters  of  CHARLES  LAMB.    Post  8vo,  doth,  3J.  6d. 
[  Fatal  Zero.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3X.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  I     The  Lady  of  Brantome.        I     The  Second  Mrs.  THIotson. 

Polly.  I     Never  Forgotten.  |     Seventy-five  Brooke  Street, 

The  Life  of  James  Boswell  (of  Auchinleck).    With  Illusts.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  =41. 

The  Savoy  Opera.    With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  id. 

Sir  Henry  Irving:   Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum.     With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  td, 

Flammarion  (Camille),  Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Translated  by  J.  ELLARD  GORE, 

F.R.  A.S.    With  Three  Plates  and  283  Illustrations.     Medium  8vo,  cloth,  \os.  id. 
Urania:  A  Romance.    With  87  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5J. 

Fletcher's    (Giles,   B.D.)    Complete  Poems:    Christ's  Victorie  in 

Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor  Poems.    With  Notes  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  GRQSART,  P.P.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  td. 

Fnnhlfltinne   CAIhanv^    — Filthv   I  urre.      Post  8vo.  illust    Hoarrlc   r>e 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  ill  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.  0 

Forbes    (Archibald).— The  Life  of    Napoleon  III.      With  Photo. 

gravure  Frontispiece  and  Thirty-six  full-page  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  (jilt  top,  12 J. 

Fowler   (J.   Kersley). — Records  of  Old  Times:  Historical,   Social, 

Political,  Sporting',  and  Agricultural.  With  Eight  full-pa^e  Illustrations.   Demy  8vo,  cloth,  10s.  Cui. 

Francillon  (R.  E.)7~Noveis  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  qs.  each. 

One  by  One.                           |     A  Real  Queen.              |     A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 
Ropes  of  Sand.    Illustrated        

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Queen  Cophetua.     |     Qlympla.        |     Romances  of  the  Law.     |     King  or  Knave? 

Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  Svo.cloth,  3J.  6<{. 

Frederic   (Harold),    Novels   by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each ; 

illustrated  boards,  ss.  each, 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife. I        The  Lawton  Girl. __ 

French  Literature,  A  History  of.     By  Henry  Van  Laun.     Three 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ys.  6rf.  each.  ____ 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide  to  the  London  Charities.     Edited 

by  JOHN  LANE.     Published  Annually.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  u.  6rf. 

Gardening  Books.     Post  8vo,  is.  each;  cloth  limp.  is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  In  Garden  and  Greenhouse.    By  Gkorge  Glenny. 
Household  Horticulture.    By  TOM  and  JANB  JERROLD.    Illustrated.  ■;,- 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By  Tom  Jerrold.  r.'i; V"  -, 

My  Garden  Wild.    By  Francis  G.  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  6s.  _ 


Gardner  (Mrs.  Alan).— Rifle  and  Spear  with  the  Rajpoots:  Being 

the  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  In  Northern  India.    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  tho 
Author  and  F.  H.  TOWNSEND.     Demy  4to,  half-bound,  2U.       

Garrett  (Edward).— The  Cape!  Girls:  A  Novel.   Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  gj. 

Gaulot  (Paul).— The  Red  Shirts:  A  Story  of  the  Revolution.    Trans- 

lated  by  JOHN  DB  VILLIERS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y,  6d. 

Gentleman's    Magazine,    The.       is. Monthly!       Contains  Stories, 

Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Biography,  and  Art,  and  •  Table  Talk '  by  SYLVANUS  URBAN. 
***  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  8s.  6d.  each.     Cases  for  bitiding,  is.  each. 

Gentleman's  Annual,  The.     Published  Annually  in  November,     is. 
German   Popular  Stories.      Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 

Translated  by  Edgar  TAYLOR.    With  Introduction  by  JOHN  RUSKIN,  and  22  Steel  Plates  after 
GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  ts.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Chas.),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,  bds.,  ■zs.  ea. 

Pobin  Gray,    with  Frontispiece.  I        XjOYlng  a  Dream. 

The  Golden  Shaft.    With  Frontispiece.        |        Of  High  Degree. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 


The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  Will  the  World  Say7 

For  the  King.        |     A  Hard  Knot. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

In  Pastures  Green. 


In  Love  and  War. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Fancy  Free. 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Heart's  Delight.     I     Blood-Money. 


Gibney  (Somerville). — Sentenced  1    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays  by.     In  Three  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  FIRST  SERIES  contains  :  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea— Charity— The  Princess— 

The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 
The  SECOND  Series  :  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen— Dan    Druce— Tom  Cobb 

— H.  M.S.  '  Pinafore ' — The  Sorcerer — The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 
The  THIRD  SERIES:   Comedy  and  Tragedy — Foggerty's  Fairy — Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern — 

Patience — Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Ruddigore — The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard — The  Gondoliers— 

The  Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight  Original  Comlo  Operas  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.    In  Two  Series.    DemySvo,  cloth, 

as.  6d.  each.    The  FIRST  containing:  The  Sorcerer— H. M.S.  '  Pinafore '—The  Pirates  of  Penzance— 

Iolanthe— Patience— Princess  Ida — The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  SECOND  SERIES  containing:  The  Gondoliers— The  Grand  Duke— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard— 

His  Excellency — Utopia,  Limited — Ruddigore — The  Mountebanks— Haste  to  the  Wedding. 
ffhe  Gilbert  and   Sullivan  Birthday  Book  1  Quotations  for^Every  Day  in  the  Year,  selected 

from  Pi-  —  *■-  ""  "  " ......     ~         Sullivan.    Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson. 
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Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  is.  each. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I        James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain.  | 

Qlanville  (Ernest),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo,  Illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
The  Lost  Heiress  :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  H.  NlSBET. 
The  Fossicker:  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NlSBET. 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD. 

The  Golden  Rock.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  bd. 

Kloof  Yarns.     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Tales  from  the  Veld.     With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  M.  NlSBET.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6d. 

Glenny  (George). — A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6.I1. 

Godwin  (William). — Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  25. 
Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The :    An   Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 

tions.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  js.  id. 

Gontaut,  Memoirs  of  the  Duchesse  de  (Gouvernante  to  the  Chil- 

dren  of  France),  1773-1836.    With  Two  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  21J. 

Goodman  (E.  J.).— The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne.     Cr.  8vo,  y.  6d. 
Greeks    and    Romans,  The    Life    of   the,   described   from   Antique 

monuments.    By  ERN'ST  GUHL  and  W.   KONER.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.    With  545  Illustra- 
tions.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6d. 

Greville  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
Nikanor.    Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase. 
A  Noble  Woman.    Translated  by  ALBERT  D.  VANDAM. 

Griffith  (Cecil).— Corinthia  Marazion  :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  3J.  td.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

Grundy  (Sydney).— The   Days   of   his   Vanity:    A  Passage  in  the 

Life  of  a  Young  Man.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Habberton  (John,  Author  of  '  Helen's  Babies  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each  :  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d.  each. 
Brueton's  Bayou.  |        Country  Luck. 

Hair,  The  :   Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PINCUS.    Crown  8vo,  is.  •  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Fake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by.      Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  each. 

Mew  Symbols.  I        Legends  of  the  Morrow.        |        The  Serpent  Flay. 
Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  8j. 


Halifax  (C.).— Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.      By  Mrs.  L.  T.  Meade  and 

CLIFFORD  HALIFAX,  M.I).     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3f.  6d. 

Hall  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.     With  numerous 

Illustrations  on   Steel  and  Wood  by  MACLI5E,   GILBERT,   HARVEY,    and   GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 
Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6rt. 

Hall  (Owen),  Novels  by. 

The  Track  of  a  Storm.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 
Jetsam.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$  6d. 

Halliday  (Andrew).— Every =day  Papers.     Post  8vo,  boards,  -is. 
Handwriting,  The  Philosophy  of.      With  over  ioo  Facsimiles  and 

Explanatory  Text.     By  DON  FELIX  DE  Salamanca.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d. 

Hanky=Panky:      Easy  and   Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of 

Hand,  &c.     Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4J.  6d. 

Hardy  (Thomas). — Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  with  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations,  3*.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. :  cloth  limn  ...  g£ 


n's  Lane,  London,   w.c 


Harte's  (Bret)  Collected  Works.    Revised  by  the  Author.   LIBRARY 

EDITION,  in  Nine  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Vol.        I.  complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works,    with  Steel-plate  Portrait. 

II.  The  Luck  of  roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legend, 

III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  sketches. 

IV.  Gabriel  conrov.   |     Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  novels,  &c. 
vi.  tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

vii.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 
VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 
IX.  Buckeye  and  Chapparel. 

Bret  Harte's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Portrait  of  the  Author  and  40  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.r.  61/. 

Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  4^.  6.r". 

A  New  Volume  of  Poems.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  $s.  [Pre^nrinz- 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.    With  28  Original  Drawings  by  Kate  Greenaway  reproduced 

in  Colours  by  EDMUND  EVANS.    Small  4to,  cloth,  $s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  v.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  -zs.  each. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    With  60  illustrations  by  Stanley  l.  Wood. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client,  and  Some  Other  People.    With  a  frontispiece. 
Susy:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  CHRISTIE. 
Sally  Dows,  &c.     With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  ALMOND  and  others. 
A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's,  &c.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small  and  others. 
The  Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's,  &c.    With  39  Illustrations  by  Dudley  Hardy  and  others. 
Clarence:  A  Story  of  the  American  War.     With  Eight  Illustrations  by  A.  JULE  GOODMAN. 

Barker's  Luck,  &c.    With  39  illustrations  by  A.  Forestier,  Paul  hardy,  &c. 
Devil's  Ford,  &c.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  W.  H.  Overend. 

The  Crusade  of  the  "Excelsior."    with  a  Frontispiece  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Three  Partners  ;  or.  The  Big  Strike  on  Heavy  Tree  Hill.     With  8  Illustrations  by  J.  GUL1CH. 
Tales  of  Trail  and  Town.    With  Frontispiece  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  I  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  &c 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  &c. I  Californian  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Flip.  |        Maruja.  I        A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Dress.    With  32  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children.    With  38  Illustrations  (8  Coloured).     Crown  410,  cloth  extra,  $s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

American  Humorists:  Washington  Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  Tames  Russell 

LOWELL,   ARTEMUS  WARD,   MARK  TWAIN,  and    BRET  HARTE.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 
Travel  and  Talk,  1885-93-95  :  My  Hundred  Thousand  Miles  of  Travel  through  America— Canada 
— New  Zealand — 'Tasmania — Australia — Ceylon— The  Paradises  of  the  Pacific.     With  Photogravura 
Frontispieces.    A  New  Edition.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  12J. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each  ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Garth.  |        Ellice  Quentin.  I  Beatrix  Randolph.    With  Four  Illusts. 

Sebastian  Strome.  David  Poindexter's  Disappearance* 

Fortune's  Fool.    |     Dust.    Four  Illusts.      |  The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Miss  Cadogna. |  Love— or  a  Name. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel). — Our   Old    Home.      Annotated  with   Pas- 
sages from  the  Author's  Note-books,  and  Illustrated  with  31  Photogravures.     Two  Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  15J. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Masters. I  Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron  :  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Henderson  (Isaac).  —  Agatha  Page:  A  Novel.      Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Cd. 
Henty  (Q.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  Stamley  L.  Wood,    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  zs.6d.; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d.  each. 

Dorothy's  Double.  |        The  Queen's  Cup. 

Colonel  Thorndyke's  Secret.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ^ilt  top,  6s. 

Herman  (Henry).— A  Leading  Lady.      Post  8vo,bds.,  25. ;  cl.,  25.  6d. 
Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides,  Noble  Numbers,  and   Complete 

Collected  Poems.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  GR.OSART,   D.D., 
fiteel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8yo,  cloth  boards,  £t  &/,  each. 
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Hertzka  (Dr.  Theodor).— Freeland:  A  Social  Anticipation.    Trans- 

lated  by  ARTHUR  RANSOM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.       ^^^^ 

Hesse=Wartegg  (Chevalier  Ernst  von). —  Tunis:    The  Land  and 

the  People.     With  22  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

Hill   (Headon). — Zambra  the  Detective.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6i. ; 

post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2t.  ;  cloth,  is.  6,/.  

Hill  (John),  Works  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  Svo,  boards,  is.        |     The  Common  Ancestor.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6.^. 

Hoey  (Mrs.  Cashel). — The  Lover's  Creed.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Holiday,  Where  to  go  for  a.      By  E.  P.  Sholl,  Sir  H.  Maxwell, 

Bart.,  M.P.,    JOHN   WATSON,   JANE  BARLOW,    MARY  I.OVETT  CAMERON.  lUSTIN  II.  MCCARTHY, 

Paul  i.ange,  J.  w.  Graham,  J.  H.  Salter,  Phcebe  Allen,  s.  J.  Beckett,  L.  Rivers  Vine, 

and  C.  F.  GORDON  CUM.MING.     Crown  Svo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6J. 

Hollingshead  (John).— Niagara  Spray.     Crown  Svo,  15. 

Holmes  (Gordon,  M.D.)— The  Science  of  Voice  Production  and 

Voice  Preservation.    Crown  Svo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6rf. 

Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell),  Works  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

linvp,  is.  6<i\—  Another  Edition,  po-t  Svo,  cloth,  is. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table 

In  One  Vol.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  is. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life  of 

the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.    With  85  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  is. 

Hood    (Tom).— From   Nowhere   to   the    North    Pole:    A   Noah's 

Arkasological  Narrative.     With  25  Illustrations  by  W.-BRUNTON  and  E.  C.  BARNES.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works ;  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles  and 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6<i. 

Hooper  (Mrs.  Geo.).— The  House  of  Raby.     Post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
Hopkins  (Tighe). — "Twixt  Love  and  Duty.'     With  a  Frontispiece. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth.  3X.  6^. 

Home  (R.  Hengist).  —  Orion:     An  Epic  Poem.      With  Photograph 

Portrait  by  SUMMERS.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ;j. 

Hungerford  (Mrs.,  Author  of  '  Molly  Bawn  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  -is.  each  :  cloth  limp,  is.  6rf.  each. 
A  Maiden  All  Forlorn.          I         A  Modern  Circe.         |       An  Unsatisfactory  LoYer. 
Marvel.                                                A  Mental  Struggle.  Lady  Patty. 

In  Durance  Vile.  I I 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each, 
Lady  Verner's  Flight.  I  The  Professor's  Experiment. 

The  Red-House  Mystery.  I  Nora  Crelna. 

The  Three  Graces.  I 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6.1.  each. 
An  Anxious  Moment.  I  A  Point  of  Conscience, 

April's  Lady.  I  Peter's  Wife. 

Lovice.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


Hunt's  (Leigh)  Essays  :   A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c.   Edited 

by  HDMUND  OLLIHK.     Post  fclvo,  half-bound,  is. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I        Self-Condemned.        |        That  Other  Person. 

Thornicroft's  Model.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2j.      |      Mrs.  Juliet.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Hutchison  (W.  M.).— Hints  on  Colt-breaking.      With  25  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3J.  61/. 

Hydrophobia  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  The  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.     By  RENAUD  SUZOR,  M.B.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hyne  (Q,  J,  CutcHffe).— Honour  of  Thieves.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6tf, 
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Impressions  (The)  of  Aureole.     Cheaper  Edition,  with  a  New  Pre- 
face.   Post  8vo,  blush-rose  paper  and  cloth,  ss.  6d. 

Indoor  Paupers.     By  One  of  Them.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6i. 
Innkeeper's  Handbook  (The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's  Manual. 

By  J.  TREVOR-DAVIES.    Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,    Songs  of.      Collected  and  Edited  by  A. 

Perceval  Graves.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  td. 

Irving  (Sir  Henry)  :  A  Record  of  over  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum. 

By  Percy  Fitzgerald.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

James  (C.  T.  C).  —  A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.      Post 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Jameson  (William).— My  Dead  Self.  Post  8vo,  bds.,2s.  ;  ci.,2s.bd. 
Japp  (Alex.  H.,  LL.D.).— Dramatic  Pictures,  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Th 


rbe  Dark  Colleen.  I  The  Queen  of  Connaught. 


Jefferies   (Richard),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 

Mature  near  London.  |        The  Life  of  the  Fields.     |        The  Open  Air. 

*#*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckrarp,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

The  Eujogy  of  Richard  Jefferies.    By  Sir  Walter  Besant.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. „_______ 

Jennings  (Henry  J.),  Works  by. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo,  cloth  lunp,  ss.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.     With  Portrait.     Post  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Jerome  (Jerome  K.),  Books  by. 


Btageland.    With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PARTRIDGE.    Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover,  rj. 
John  Ingerfleld,  &c.   With  9  Illusts.  by  A.  S.  BOYD  and  JOHN  GULICH.    Fcap.  8vo,  pic.  cov.  is.  6d. 
The  Prude's  Progress :  A  Comedy  by  J.  K.  Jerome  and  Eden  Phillpotts.  Cr.  Pvo,  is.  6d. 

Jerrold  (Douglas).— The   Barber's    Chair;    and   The   Hedgehog 

Letters*    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by.   Post  8vo,  is.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

Household  Horticulture  :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 

Jesse  (Edward).— Scenes  and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is. 

Jones  (William,  F.S.A.),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore  I  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.     With  nearly  300  Illustrations.    Second 

Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
Credulities,  Past  and  Present.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners,  Talismans,  Word  and 

Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.    With  Frontispiece. 
Crowns  and  Coronations  :  A  History  of  Regalia.    With  100  Illustrations. 

Jonson's  (Ben)  Works.      With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 

a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  GIFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.      Three  Vols. 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining '  The  Antiquities  of  the  lews'  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews.'  With  52  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  6d. 

Kempt  (Robert).— Pencil  and  Palette:  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2J.  6d. 

Kershaw    (Mark). —  Colonial    Facts    and    Fictions:     Humorous 

Sketches.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  zs.  td. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by. 

Pust  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each, 
>  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.'  I  Passion'*  Slave, 

4  Qrgwn  Cs-infi.  I  Bell  Barry. 
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Knight    (William,   M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward,    L.R.C.P.).  —  The 

Patient's  Yade  Mecum  :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.    Cr.  8vo,  is. ;  cL,  is.  bd. 

Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  MARQUESS  OF  LORNE,  K.T.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lamb's    (Charles)  Complete  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,   including 

'  Poetry  for  Children  and  '  Prince  Dorus.'  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  SHEP- 
HERD.    Witk  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.'    Crown  Svo,  doth,  _j.  bd. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  ss. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lame,  selected  from  his  Letters  by  PERCY 
Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  bd. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.  With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Brander  Mat- 
thews, and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-bound,  2s.  bd. 

Landor  (Walter  Savage).— Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare,  &c,  betore  Sir  Thcmas  Lucy,  touching-  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582.  To  which 
is  added,  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  Spenser  with  the  Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the 
State  of  Ireland,  1595.     Fcap,  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  2s.  bd. 

Lane  (Edward  William).— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  com- 
monly called  in  England  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.  Translated  from  the  Arabic, 
with  Notes.  Illustrated  with  many  hundred  Engraving's  from  Designs  by  HARVEY.  Edited  by  EDWARD 
Stanley  Poole.    With  Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  is.  bd.  ea. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by. 

Anecdotes  Of  the  Clergy.     Post  8vo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  I         Theatrical  Anecdotes. 

Lehmann  (R.  C),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  15.  each;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Conversational  Hints  for  Young  Shooters!  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.). — Carols  of   Cockayne.      Printed   on  hand-made 

paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5J.  

Leland  (C.    Godfrey),— A  Manual  of  Mending  and  Repairing. 

With  Diagrams.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 

Lepelletier  (Edmond).  —  Madame  Sans=Gene.      Translated  from 

the  French  by  JOHN  DE  VlLLlERS.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  $s.  bd.  ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

Leys  (John). — The  Lindsays:  A  Romance.    Post  8vo,  Must,  bds.,  2st 
Lindsay  (Harry).— Rhoda  Roberts:  A  Welsh  Mining  Story.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3J-.  bd. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Patricia  Kemball.     |        lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost.   With  12  Illusts. 
The  One  Too  Many,  _______ 


Under  which  Lord  ?    With  ir  Illustrations," 
•My  Love!'        |       Sowing  the  Wind. 
Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  and  Miser. 
Dulcie  Everton. 


Tost  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family.    With  a  Silken  Thread. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories.  |         Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Freeshootlng  :  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynx  Linton. 

Lucy  (Henry  W.). — Gideon    Fleyce:    A  Novel.      Crown  8vo,  cloth 

___  extra,  3J.  bd.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boanK  2s. 

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by. 

Teresa  Itasca.    Crown  ?vi\  cloth  e\tra,  is 

Broken  Wings.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  HrNNr^y.     Crown  8\'0,  cloth  extra,  6j. , 

MacCoIl  (Hugh),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.    PostSvo,  illustrated  boards,  ?s. 
Ednor  Whitlock.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  

Macdonell  (Agnes). — Quaker  Cousins.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
MacGregor  (Robert).— Pastimes  and  Players:    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  bd. 

Mackay    (Charles,   LL.D.).  —  Interludes    and    Undertone^;    or. 

Mlrisic  at  Twilight.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  e\tra;  6s. 


criATiO  «!c  wilNLTUS,   in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  VV.C.  is 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),  Works  by. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  the  Accession  or  Queen  Victoria  to  the  General  Election  of 
18S0.  Library  EDITION.  Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  i2.r.  each.— Also  a  Popular 
EDITION,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. —And  the  JUBILEE  EDITION,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Eventstothe  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7*.  6d.  each. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  1880  to  the  Diamond  Jubilee.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
i=s.     Li.iform  with  the  LIBRARY  L'DI  HON  of  the  first  Four  Volumes. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times.  One  Vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  is.—  Also  a  Cheap 
Popular  Edition,  post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges.     Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  \2S.  each.      [Vols.  I.  &  II.  rrady. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 


The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain, 

Miss  Misanthrope.    With  12  Illustrations. 


Donna  Quixote.     With  12  Illustrations. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens.     With  12  Illustrations. 

Camiola  :  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds.      |     The  Riddle  Ring. 


The  Three  Disgraces,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  6d. 

'  The  Right  Honourable.'    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed.     Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy  (Justin  Huntly),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.    (Constituent  Assembly,  1789-9^.    Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  12s.  each. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland.    Crown  Svo.  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Ireland  Since  the  Union :  Sketches  of  Irish  History.  1798-1886.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Haflz  in  London :  Poems,    Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Dolly :  A  Sketch.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Lily  Lass:  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  liinp,  is.  6d. 

The  Thousand  and  One  Days.    With  Two  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  half-bd.,  izr. 

A  London  Legend.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6,^. 

The  Royal  Christopher.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

MacDonald  (Qeorge,  LL.D.),  Books  by. 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination.    Ten  Vols.,  r6mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth  case,  21s. :  cr 

the  Volumes  may  be  had  separately,  in  Grolier  cloth,  at  2s.  6d.  each. 
Vol.     I.  Within  and  Without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— a  Book  of  Dreams.— Roadside 
Poems.— Poems  for  children. 

IV.  Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch  Songs. 
,  V.  &  VI.  PHANTASTES  :  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      Vol.  VII.  THE  PORTENT. 

VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
IX.  Cross  Purposes.— the  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight. 
X.  The  Cruel  Painter— The  wow  o'  Rivven.— the  Castle.— The  broken  swords. 
—the  Gray  wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 


Poetical  Works  Of  George  MacDonald.    Collected  and  Arranged  by  the  Author.    Two  Vols. 

crown  8vo,  buckram,  12s. 
A  Threefold  Cord.   Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  51. 

Phantastes :  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  BELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Heather  and  Snow  :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Lilith  :  A  Romance.    SECOND  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Maclise  Portrait  Gallery  (The)  of  Illustrious  Literary  Charac- 

ters :  85  Portraits  by  DANIEL  Maclise  ;  with  Memoirs— Biographical,  Critical,  Bibliographical, 
and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of  the  Present  Century,  by  WILLIAM 
BATES,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.    With  50  Illustrations  by  THOMAS  R.  MACOUOID. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany".    34  Illusts.  by  T.  R.  MacquOiD. 

Through  Normandy.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACOUOID,  and  a  Map. 

Through  Brittany,     With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID,  and  a  Map. 

About  Yorkshire.    With  67  illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. |        Lost  Rose,  and  other  Stories. 

Magician's   Own    Book,   The:    Performances  with  Eggs,   Hats,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.     With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 


Magic  Lantern,  The,    and  its  Management  :  Including  full  Practical 

Directions.     By  T.  C.  HEPVVORTH.    With  10  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Magna  Charta:    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in   the   British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  %s. 

Mallory    (Sir  Thomas).  —  Mort  d' Arthur:    The  Stories  of   King 

Arthur  and  Of  the  KniehtS  Of    the  Ronnrl  Tablft.       IA  .Selprrion  1      TTrtlt.  A    K..    R    Mr,M:r(-,-,\ii7r>iw    13  _m. 
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Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by. 


The  New  Republic.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  qs.  ;  cloth  limp,  us.  6d. 

The  New  Paul  &  Virginia  :  Positivism  on  an  Island.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  vs.  6d. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  6j.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  21. 

Poems.    Small  4to,  parchment,  Ss. 

Is  Life  Worth  Living?    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Margueritte   (Paul   and   Victor),— The   Disaster.      Translated  by 

FREDERIC   LEES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6<f . 

Marlowe's  Works.     Including  his  Translations.      Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Massinger's    Plays.      From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.     Edited 

by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3_r.  6d, 

Masterman  (J.). — Half=a=Dozen  Daughters.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25, 

Matthews  (Brander).— A  Secret  of  the  Sea,  &c.     Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  is.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Meade  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ss.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ax. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d  each. 
In  an  Iron  Grip.  I  The  Voice  of  the  Charmer.    With  8  Illustrations. 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.    By  L.  T.  Meade  and  Clifford  Halifax,  M.D. 

Merrick  (Leonard),  Novels  by. 

The  Man  who  was  Good.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  w.  < 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.  each. 
This  Stage  of  Fools. |  Cynthiat  A  Daughter  of  the  Philistines. 

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.      By 

A.  E.  SWEET  and  J.  ARMOY  KNOX.     With  265  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2$.  each. 

Touch  and  Go. I Mr.  Dorilllon. 

Miller  (Mrs.  F.  Fenwick).— Physiology  for  the  Young;   or,  The 

House  of  Life.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Milton  (J.   L.),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  15.  each;  cloth,  15.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  Wines,  &c 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Minto  (Wm.).— Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    Cr.  8vo,  is.;  cloth,  15.  6d. 
Mitford   (Bertram),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner  :  A  Romance  of  Zuhilnnd.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
The  Luck  Of  Gerard  Rldgeley.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
The   King's   Assegai.     With  Six  full-page  Illustration-:  by  STANLEY  L.  Wood. 

Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Hathercourt  Rectory.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

That  Girl  in  Black.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Moncrieff  (W    D.  Scott-). — The  Abdication:  An  Historical  Drama. 

With    Seven    Etchings  by   JOHN  PETTfE,  W.  Q.  ORCHARDSON,  J.  MACWHIRTER,  COLIN   HUNTER, 
U.  MACHHTH  and  TOM  GRAHAM.     Imperial  4to,  buckram,  us. 

Moore  (Thomas),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean  ;  and  Alclphron.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Prose  and  Verse;  including  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.    Edited 
by  R.  II.  SHEPHERD.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

Muddock  (J.  E.)  Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  V-  &*.  each. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.  With  12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  Wood. 
Baslle  the  Jester.    With  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood. 

Young  Lochlnvar.  ■ — — — — — 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret. |  From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep* 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  w.  j  cloth,  a*.  £<*' 
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Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (td.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -zs.  each. 


A  Life's  Atonement, 

Joseph's  Goat.    i-j  lllusts. 

Coals  of  Fire.    3  lllusts. 

Val  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 


Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails. 


A  Model  Father. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Cynla  Fortune.    Frontlsp. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person   Singular. 
The  Making  of  a  Novelist :  An  lixpcriincnt  in  Autobiography.     With    a  Collotype  Portrait.     Cr. 
Kvo.  Imcki.iiii,  yi.  t>d. 

My  Contemporaries  In  Fiction.    Crown  8vo,  burkrani,  3s.  td. 

This  Little  World.     Crown  SvoYcloih,  gilt  top,  6j. 

Tales  In  Prose  and  Verse.  With  frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hopkins.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  31.  td. 

A  Race  for  Millions.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td. 


Murray  (D.  Christie)  and  Henry  Herman,  Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  td.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  board-,,  zs.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  |         The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  Ac.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Fokestikr  and  (,.  Nicolkt. 

Murray  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each ;  cloth,  vs.  6d.  each. 
A  Game  of  Bluff.  |       A  Song  of  Sixpence. 


NewboJt  (Henry).— Taken  from  the  Enemy.   Fcp.  8vo,  cloth,  15.  6i. 
Nisbet  (Hume),  Books  by. 

*  Bail  Up.'     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  td. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Lessons  in  Art.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  as.  6d. 


Norris  (W.  E.).  Novels  by. 

Saint  Ann's*    Crown  8vo,  cluth,  3J.  6d. '  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  fij. 

Billy  Bellew.    With  a  frontispiece  by  F.  H.  TOWNSRNIX     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

_   The  Unforeseen. I       Chance  ?   or  Fate  ? 

Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Doctor  Rameau. j A  Last^Love. 

A  Weird  Gift.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2j. 


Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path.  |      Whiteladles. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 

The  Sorceress.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


O'Reilly  (Mrs.).— Phoebe's  Fortunes.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
O'Shaughnessy  (Arthur),  Poems  by: 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each. 

Music  and  Moonlight.  I  Bongs  of  a  Worker. 

Lays  of  France.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ioj.  6d. 

Ouida,  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds. ,  2s.  ea. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Trlcotrin. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Cecil  Castlemalne's  Gage 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Puck.        I      Idalia, 


Folle-Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.        |     Signa. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes* 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne.        |  Friendship. 
A  Village  Commune. 


Moths.     I     Piplstrello. 
In  Maremma.    |     Wanda* 
Bimbi.         I         Syrlln. 
Frescoes.        |     Othinar. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Gullderoy.      |     Rufflno. 
Two  Offenders. 


Blmbl.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  IIDMUND  II.  GARRETT.      Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5J. 
Santa  Barbara,  Sec.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6!/.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 
Popular  Editions.    Medium  8vo,  6d.  each  1  cloth,  is.  each. 

Under  Two  Flags.  | Moths. 

Under  Two  Flags  and  Moths.    Popular  Edition,  in  One  Volume.    Medium  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 
Wisdom.  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected  from  the  Works  ofOUIDA  by  F.  SYDNEY  MORRIS.     Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5-r.— Cheap  Huition,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

Page  (H.  A.). — Thoreau:  His  Life  and  Aims.     With  Portrait.     Post 

8vo.  cloth,  gJ.  6d. 

Pandurang  Hari ;    or,   Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.      With  Preface  by  Sir 

ItAR'l  I.H  FliRRR.  _Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6d.  j  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Parker    (Rev.   Joseph,    D.D.TT^Might    Have    Been :     some    Life 

Notes.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6j. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.      A  New  Translation,   with    Historical 

Introduction  and  Notes  l>y  T.  M'C'RIR,  D.D.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3J. 
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Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vot  cloth  extra,  3s.  id.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2-r.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Walter's  Word.      I   A  County  Family, 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  |     For  Cash  Only. 

High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent.    With  12  Illusts. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thcrn.    With  12  Illusts. 


Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Canon's  Ward.    With  Portrait. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town.    With  12  Illusts. 

Glow- Worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Stories.       I     A  Trying  Patient. 


Post  8vo  illustrated  ooards,  2-r.  each. 


Humorous  Stories.  I     From  Exila. 
The  Foster  Brothers. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Married   Beneath  Him.  * 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  "Woman's  Vengeance. 
Carlyon's  Year.       I    Cecil's  Tryst. 
Murphy's  Master.  |   At  Her  Mercy. 


The  Clyffards  of  ClyfTe. 

Found  Dead.  I  Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Mirk  Abbey.    I  A  Marine  Residence. 

Some  Private  Views. 

Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Halves.  I  What  He  Cost  Her, 

Fallen  Fortunes.  |  Kit :  A  Memory. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


In  Peril  and  Privation.     With  17  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  id. 

Notes  from  the  *  News.'     Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  id. ^ 

Payne  (Will). — Jerry  the  Dreamer.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  ea. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.    With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.    With  Tea  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  DU  MAURIER. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfair  ;   Vers  de  Societe.    Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  is.  ea.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  ea. 

Beyond  the  Gates.         |     An  Old  Maid's  Paradise.   |     Burglars  In  Paradise. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    Illustrated  by  c7w."REED~Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6rt. 

Phil  May's  Sketch-Book.     Containing  54   Humorous   Cartoons.     A 

New  Edition.    Crown  folio,  cloth,  2s.  id. 

Phipson    (Dr.   T.    L.).— Famous  Violinists    and    Fine  Violins: 

Historical  Notes  Anecdotes,  and  Reminiscences.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.    

Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms.     With  Six  Plates  and  209  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7J.  6d. 
Songs  and  Poems,  1819-1879.     With  Introduction  by  Mrs.  MACKARNESS.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

Plutarch's    Lives   of   Illustrious   Men.     With  Notes  and  a  Life  of 

Plutarch  by  JOHN  and  WM.  LANGHORM',  and  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound   10s.  id. 

Poe's  (Edgar  Allan)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  CHARLES  BAUDELAIKE.     Portrait  and  Facsimiles.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  id. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  Sec.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ^^^ 


Pollock  (W.  H.). — The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.     By 

SirJWALTER  BESANT  andJWALTER  IL  POLLOCK.     With  50  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,_cloth  gilt,  6_s._ 

Pollock  (Wilfred).— War  and  a  Wheel :   The  Grreco-Turkish  War  as 

Seen  from  a  Bicycle.     With  a  Map.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Porter  (John).  — Kingsclere.      Edited  by  Byron  Webber.     With  19 

full-page  and  many  smaller  Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  decorated,  i8j. 

Praed   (Mrs.  Campbell),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station.  I  The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  boards,  is.  each. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  |  Christina  Chard.  With  Frontispiece  by  W.  Paget. 

Mrs.  Tregaskiss.    With  8  Illustrations  by  ROBERT  SAULER 

Nulma:  An  Anglo-Australian  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 
Yalentlna.  I     The  Foreigners. |     Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

PHnress  Olo-a. — Radna :   A  Nnvsl       Pm»-'  Q—    -'-■' 
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Proctor  (Richard  A.),  Works  by. 


Flowers  of  the  Sky.    M'ith  55  Illustrations.    Small  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps  for  every  Niffht  in  the  Year.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6f. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Saturn  and  Its  System.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  me.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Cmwn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The   Universe  of  Suns,  &c.     With  mnnerons  Illustration1;.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers,    down  8vo,  i,r,  6rf. 


Pryce  (Richard). — Miss  Maxwell's  Affections.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

with  Frontispiece  by  Hal  LUDLOW,  3s.  61/.;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ex. 

Rambosson    (J.). — Popular  Astronomy.     Translated  by  C.  B.   PIT- 
MAN.    With  10  Coloured  Plates  and  (>-\  Woodcut  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  v.  6-i\ 

Randolph  (Lieut.-Col.  George,  U.S.A. 

A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6<V. 


-Aunt  Abigail  Dykes: 
Read    (General    Meredith).— Historic   Studies  in  Vaud,  Berne, 

and  Savoy.    With  31  full-page  Illustrations.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  2%s. 

Reade's  (Charles)  Novels. 


The   New  Collected    LlHRAi- 
type,  printed  on  laid  paper,  and  ele^ 


1.  Peg  Woffington;  and  Christie   John- 
stone. 
Hard  Cash. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth,     With  a 

Preface  by  Sir  WALTER    B F.SAN  I". 

*  It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 
The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did 
Run  Smooth;  and  Singleheart  and 
Doubleface. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  A  Hero  and  a  Mar- 
tyr ;  and  The  Wandering  Heir. 


Edition,   complete  in  Seventeen  Volumes,  set  in  new  long  primer 
.ntly  bound  in  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  each. 


Love  Me  Little,  Love  me  Long. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

A  Simpleton. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The    Jill;,   and    other  Stories;     and    Good 

Stories  of  Man  and  other  Animals. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana ;  and  Bible  Characters. 


In  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Peg  Woffington.     |     Christie  Johnstone. 

*  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did  Run 

Smooth. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;   Jack  of 

all  Trades  ;  and  James  Lambert. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
Tne  Double  Marriage. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 


Hard  Cash.  |     Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play.    |    Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation 

A  Simpleton.     |     The  Wandering  Heir, 

A  Woman-Hater. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Man  and  other  Animals. 

The  Jilt,  and  other  Stones. 

A  Perilous  Secret.         |     Readiana. 


ropuLAR  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6d.  ench  :  cloth,  tj.  each. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'  |     The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Peg  Woffington;  and  Christie  Johnstone. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend'  and  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth  in  One  Volume, 

medium  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  - 

Christie  Johnstone.  With  Frontispiece.  Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.  Fcap.  8vo,half-Roxb.2j.6<tf. 
Peg  Woffington.     Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxbur^ht-,  aj.  6d. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.    In  Four  Vols.,  postSvo,  with  an  Introduction  by  Sir  Walter  Be- 
SANT,  and  a  Frontispiece  to  each  Vol.,  14s.  the  set. 

Bible  Characters.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,  ij. 

Selections  from  the  Works  of  Charles  Reade.     With  an  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Alex,  Ire- 
__  LAND.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  with  Portrait,  6s.  ;  CHEAP  EDITION,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  bd. 

Ricldell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by. 

Weird  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House.  I       Fairy  Water. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party.  Her  Mother's  Darling. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens.  |       The  Nun's  Curse.    |    Idle  Tales. 


Ri turner  (Alfred),   Works  by.     Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6cL  each. 

Our  Old  Country  Towns.     Willi  55  illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.    With  50  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

About  England  with  Dickens.    With  58  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vandekhoof  and  A.  Rimmer. 

Rives  (Amelie).— Barbara  Dering.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gi. 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Robinson    Crusoe.      By  Daniel  Defoe.       With  37  Illustrations   by 

GEORGE  CRUIHSIIaNK.     Tost  8vo,  half-cloth,  ?j. ;  cloth  cictr.i,  gilt  edges,  aj,  6.1. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  21. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  aj.  6,/. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 

H9Wnm«r,lnt.ll«n»pk.     f"™""    <-'"»>    »-.  6ii.  :  DOilt  8vo.  illustrated  hoards   »r. 
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Robinson  (Phil),  Works  Dy.     crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds.  |     The  Poets'  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature:  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims   and  Moral   Reflections.     With  Notes 

and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  SAINTE-BEUVE.    Post8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The:   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors   who 

came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  1066.     Printed  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5-r. 

Rosengarten  (A.).— A  Handbook  of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans- 

lated  by  W.  COLLETT-SANDARS.     With  630  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s.  ea.;  cl. ,  is.  6d.  ea. 

Skippers  &  Shellbacks.  I  Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart.  I  Schools  &  Scholars. 

Russell  (Dora),  Novels  by. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  j  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  ar. 
The  Drift  of  Fate.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3-r.  6d. 

Russell  (Herbert). — True  Blue;  or,  The  Lass  that  Loved  a  Sailor. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Novels,  &c,  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  aj,  6d.  each. 


Round  the  Galley-Fire, 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

On  the  Fo'k'sie  Head. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  •  Ocean  Star.' 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 


An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

The  Good  Ship  '  Mohock.' 

The  Phantom  Death, 

Is  He  the  Man?    I    The  Conviot  Ship, 

Heart  of  Oak.        I 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J  6d.  each. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten,    With  12  Illusts.  by  G.  montbard.  |  The  Last  Entry.    Frontispiece. 

Saint  Aubyn  (Alan),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.    With  a  Note  by  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES  and  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Junior  Dean.        I     The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's.    I  To  His  Own  Master. 
Orchard  Damerel,       1     In  the  Face  of  the  World.  I  The  Tremlett  Diamond!, 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  I        Modest  Little  Sara. 

Fortune's  Gate.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Saint   John    (Bayle). — A  Levantine    Family.      A    New    Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Sala  (George  A.). — Gaslight  and  Daylight.     Post  8vo,  boards,  is. 
Scotland  Yard,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  Thirty-seven  Years. 

By  Ex-Cliicf-Inspector  CAVANAGH.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  7s. ;  cloth,  2j.  6d. 

Secret  Out,  The:  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards;  with  Entertain- 
ing Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  '  White '  Magic.  By  W.  II.  CREMER,  With  300  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  4^.  6d. 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play  (Oberammergau)  and  the  Highlands  of  Bavaria.    With 

Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Walks  in  Algiers.    With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Senior  (Wm.).-By  Stream  and  Sea.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 
Sergeant  (Adeline).— Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment.    Cr.  8vo,  35.  6d. 
Shakespeare  for  Children :    Lamb's  Tales  from    Shakespeare. 

With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOVR  Smith.     Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  the  Boy.     With  Sketches  of  the  Home  and  School  Life, 

the  Games  and  Sports,  the  Manners,  Customs,  and  Folk-lore  of  the  Time.    By  WILLIAM  J    ROLFH 
Utt.D.    With  42  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  pjlj,  3,'.  ife*. 
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Sharp  (William).— Children  of  To=morrow.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65. 
Shelley's  (Percy  Bysshe)  Complete  Works  in  Verse  and  Prose. 

Edited,  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  HEKNH  SHEPHERD.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  v.  6d.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 

Vol.    I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;    Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;    Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale:    The  Wandering  Jew;    Queen    Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems;  Rosalind  and  Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
1,      II.  Laon  and  Cythna  :    The  Cenci ;    Julian  and  Maddalo ;  Swellfout  the  Tyrant;    The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion ;  Hellas. 
,,    III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces. 
Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. : 

Vol.      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets;   A  Refu- 
tatiun  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
„       II.  The  Essays  ;    Letters  from  Abroad  ;    Translations  and  Pragnients,  edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Biography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 
***  Also  a  few  copies  of  a  Large-paper  Edition,  5  vols.,  cloth,  £2  12^.  6d, 

Sherard  (R.  H.). — Rogues;  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Sheridan  (General  P.  H.),  Personal  Memoirs  of.    With  Portrai  s, 

-,\  1  aps,  and  Facsimiles.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 

Sheridan's    (Richard    Brinsley)    Complete   Works,  with  Life  arid 

Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches, 
and  Jokes.     With  10  illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal,  and  other  Plays.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals  and  The  School  for  Scandal.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  BRANUER  MATTHEWS.  With 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

Sidney's    (Sir   Philip)    Complete    Poetical    Works,    including  all 

those  in  '  Arcadia.'    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart, 
D.D.     Three  Vols.,  ciown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3J.  6d.  each. 

Signboards  :   Their  History,  including  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and 

Remarkable  Characters.     By  JACOB  LARWOOD  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN.     With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece and  94  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by.  __       _  " 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells.                                             ~ 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs* 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph  :    A  Circus  Story,  &c 
Tales  of  To-day,  ^ 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  each ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 
The   Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader:   Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in  Prose  and  Verse 

selected  from  his  own  Works  by  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
The  Case  of  George  Candlemas.  |        Dagonet  Ditties.    (From  The  Referee.) 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  -zs. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 

How  the   Poor   Live;  and  Horrible  London.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is 

Dagonet  Abroad.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

Sister  Dora:    A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With    Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  $d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley  (Arthur). — A  Match  in  the  Dark,     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 

Slang    Dictionary  (The)  :    Etymological,    Historical,   and  Anecdotal. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ^ _____ 

Smart  (Hawley),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  ^r.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2J.  each. 
Beatrice  and  Benedick.  I     Long  Odds. 

Without  Love  or  Licence.  I     The  Master  of  Rathkelly. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6<r\  each. 

The  Outsider.  I        A  Racing  Rubber, 

The  Plunger.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2-r. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr)rWorks  by. 

The  Prince  of  Argolis.    With  130  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  61, 

Society  in  London.     Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Dramas  of  Life.    With  60  Illustrations. 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 

My  Two  Wives. 

Scenes  from  the  Show. 

The  Ten  Commandments:  Stories. 


Society  in  Paris:    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.      A  Series  of  Letters 

from  Count  PAUL  VASILI  to  a  Young  Trench  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6-r. 

Somerset  (Lord  Henry). — Songs  of  Adieu.     Small  4to,  Jap,  vel.,  6s. 
gpalding  (T.  A.,  LL.B.). —  Elizabethan  Demonology:    An  £ssay 

03  the  belief  in  the  Existence  cf  Devils.    Crown  Gvo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 
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Speight  (T.  W.),  Novcis  vy. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
By  Devious  Ways,  &c. 
Hoodwinked;  &  Sandycroft  Mystery. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 


The  Loudwater  Tragedy, 
Burgo's  Romance. 
Quittance    in   Full. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea* 


Back  to  Life* 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 
A  Barren  Title.  |        Wife   or   No  Wife? 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.  1    The  Grey  Monk.     |     The  Master  of  Trenance. 
A  Minion  of  the  Moon  :  A  Romance  of  the  King's  Highway. 
The  Secret  of  Wyyern  Towers. 

Spenser  for  Children.    By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Coloured  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6rf. 

Spettigue  (H.  H.).— The  Heritage  of  Eve.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Stafford  (John),  Novels  by. 

Doris  and  I.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  tit 
Carlton  Priors.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top, 

Starry  Heavens  (The)  :  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal  i6mot 

cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Stedman  (E.  C.)»  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs.  each. 

Yictorian  Poets.  |        The  Poets   of  America. 

Stephens  (Riccardo,  M.B.).— The  Cruciform  Mark:  The  Strange 

Story  of  Richard  Tregenna,  Bachelor  of  Medicine  (Univ.  Edinb.)     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

Sterndale  (R.  Armitage). — The  Afghan  Knife:    A  Novel.     Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2$.  6d.  ea. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
An  Inland  Voyage,    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

The   Silverado   Squatters.    WiLh  Frontispiece  by  J.  D.  Strong. 
The   Merry   Men.  1     Underwoods :  Poems. 

Memories  and   Portraits. 

Virginibus   Puerisque,  and  other  Papers.     |     Ballads.  |     Prince  Otto* 

Across    the   Plains,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 
Weir  of  Hermiston.  

A    Lowden    Sabbath    Morn,      With  27  full-page  Illustrations   by   A.  S.  Boyd.     Fcap.  4to, 

cloth,  6s. 
Songs  of  Travel.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  5^. 

New  Arabian  Nights.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6j\  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Suicide  Club;   and  The  Rajah's  Diamond.    (From  New  Arabian  Nights.)    With 

Eight  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  IlENNEbSY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.    - 
The   Edinburgh   Edition  of  the  Works  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson.     Twenty-seven 
Vols.,  demy  Svo.     This  Edition  (which  is  limited  to  1,000  copies)  is  sold  in  Sets  only,  the  price  of 
which  may  be  learned  from  the  Booksellers.     The  First  Volume  was  published  Nov.,  1894. 

Stories   from    Foreign    Novelists.      With   Notices  by   Helen   and 

ALICE  Zimmern.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Strange    Manuscript    (A)    Found   in  a  Copper  Cylinder.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illustrations  by  GILBERT  GAUL,  5^. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Strange  Secrets.     Told  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle,  Flor- 
ence Map.RVAT,  &c.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Strutt  (Joseph).  —The  Sports  and   Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England  ;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c,  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by  William  Hone.  With  140  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ____^^_ 

Swift's  (Dean)  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  'Gulliver's  Travels.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6rf. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of  a  Tub.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 
Jonathan  Swift :  A  Study.    By  J.  churton  Collins.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  estra,  $f. 
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Swinburne  (Algernon  C),  Works  by. 


Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works  of 

A.  C.  Swinburne.    Fcap.  8vo  6s. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  -js. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series.    Crown 

8vo,  or  ("cap.  8vo,  9s. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series.  Crown 

8vo,  gs. 

Poems  &  Ballads.  Third  Series.  Cr.8vo.7j-. 
Bongs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  fcivo,  icv.  6d. 
Both  well:  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  i-j.r.  u<i. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
George  Chapman.    {See  Vol.  II.  ot  G.  Chap- 
man's Works.)     Crown  8vo,  y.dd. 
Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  12J. 
Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  Gj. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.    Cr.  8vo,  6j. 


A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    Crown  8vo,  8j. 

Songs  of  the  Springtides.    Crown  8vo,  6s, 

Studies  In  Song.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Mary  Stuart:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  8s. 

Tristram  of  Lyonesse.    Crown  8vo,  9X. 

A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  410,  8s. 

A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Crown  Svo,  -js. 

Marino   Faliero  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s, 

A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Crown  8vo,  6s, 

Miscellanies.     Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Locrine  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  tivo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Crown  8vo,  fs. 

The  Sisters:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Astrophel,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  js. 

Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Cr.  8vo,  9*. 

The  Tale  of  Balen.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 


Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours:  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 

of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.     With  RowlandSON'S  Coloured  Illustrations,  and  Life  of  the 
Author  by  J.  C.  HOTTEN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature.     Translated  by  Henry  Van 

Laun.    Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  30J.— POPULAR  Edition,  Two  Vols.,  large  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  15J. 

Taylor  (Bayard).  —  Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club:    Burlesques  of 

Modern  Writers.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs. ^ ___________„_____ 

Taylor     (Tom).  —  Historical     Dramas.        Containing    'Clancarty,' 

'Jeanne  Dare,"  "Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,'  'The  Fool's  Revenge,    ' Arkwright's  Wife,'  'Anne  Boleyn,' 
■Plot  and  Passion.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

*+*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  if.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord):  A  Biographical  Sketch.    By  H.  J,  Jennings.     Post 

8vo,  portrait  cover,  is. ;  cloth,  is,  6d. ^__ 

Thackerayana  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 

Hundreds  of  Sketches  by  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Thames,  A  New  Pictorial    History  of  the.     By  A.  S.  Krausse. 

With  340  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  is,  6d. 

Thiers  (Adolphe).  —  History  of  the  Consulate  and   Empire  of 

France  under  Napoleon.    Translated  by  D.  FORBES  CAMPBELL  and  JOHN  STEBBING.    With  36  Steel 
Plates.     12  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by-    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,35.  6i.ea.;  post  8vo,  2s.  ea. 

The  Yiolin-Player.  1     Proud  Maisie. 

Cresslda.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Thomson's  Seasons,  and  The  Castle  of  Indolence.      With   Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  CUNNINGHAM,  and  48  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  zs. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Books  by. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of  J.  Kf,  W.  Turner.    With  Eight  Illustrations  In  Colours  and 
Two  Woodcuts.    New  and  Revised  Edition,    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. I     Tales  for  the  Marines. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London:   Anecdotes  of  its  Famous  Coffee-houses, 

Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impostures,  Sporting  Scenes, 
Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Jolk,  &c.     With  48  Illustrations. 

Transvaal  (The).    By  John  de  Villiers.    With  Map.     Crown  8vo,  is, 
Troilope  (Anthony),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3.1.  6d,  each ;    post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ss.  each. 

The   Way  We  Live  Now.  1     Mr.  Scarborough's  Family, 

Frau    Frohmann.  |     The   Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ?s.  each. 
Kept  In  the  Dark,                                        |     The  American  Senator. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. |     John   Caldigate. |     Marlon   Fay. 


Troilope  (Frances  E.),  Novels  by. 
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Trollope  (T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut  Diamond.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Trowbridge  (J.  T.).~ FarneH's  Folly.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Twain's  (Mark)  Books. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each. 
The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.    Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by  the  Author.    With 

Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
Roughing  It ;  and  The  Innocents  at  Home.    With  200  Illustrations  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
The  American  Claimant.    With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.    With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,  &:c.     With  Photogravure  Portrait. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson,       With  Portrait  and  Six  Illustrations  by  Lours  Loeb. 
Blark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour.    With  197  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Kemelb. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  zs.  each. 
A  Tramp  Abroad.    With  314  Illustrations. 
The  Innocents  Abroad ;  or,  The  New  Pilgrim  s  Progress.    With  234  Illustrations.    (The  Two  ShO* 

ling- Edition  is  entitled  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 
The  Gilded  Age.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  212  Illustrations. 
The  Adventures  or   Tom  Sawyer.    With  111  Illustrations. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.     With  190  Illustrations, 
Life  on  the  Mississippi.    With  300  Illustrations. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn.    With  174  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Kemblb. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur.    With  220  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
The  £1,000,000  Bank-Note. 

Mark  Twain's  Sketches.    PostSvo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of  Arc.     With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  F.  V.  Du  MOND. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
More  Tramps  Abroad.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).—  Mistress  Judith:    A  Novel.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j-. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each 
Lady  Bell.  |  Burled  Diamonds.  |   The  Blackball  Ghoitli 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through,  I     The  Huguenot  Family. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline.  I     Noblesse  Oblige. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  1     Beauty   and   the  Beast. 

Saint  Mungo's  City.  I     Disappeared. 

The  Macdonald  Lass.    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d. 

The  Wltoh-Wife.    Crown  8»o,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  ^^^__ 

Upward  (Allen),  Novels  by. 

A  Crown  of  Straw.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


Crown  8vn,  cloth,  3s.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  vs.  each. 
The  Queen  Against  Owen.  |         The  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

•  God  Save  the  Queen  I '  a  Tale  of  '37.    Crown  8vo,  decorated  cover,  u  ;  cloth,  aj. 

Vashtl  and  Esther.     By  'Belle'  of  The  World.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 
Vizetelly  (Ernest  A.).— The  Scorpion:  A  Romance  of  Spain.    With 

a  Frontispiece,     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  _^_^__ 

Walford  (Edward,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

Walford's  County  Families  of  the   United   Kingdom  (1898).      Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs, 

&c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  50*. 
Walford's    Shilling   Peerage   (1898).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 

Irish  Peers,  &c.    3?mo,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's    Shilling   Baronetage   (1898).     Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's   Shilling  Knightage   (1898).     Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights  of  the  United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Shilling  House  of  Commons  (1898).    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Complete  Peerage,  Baronetage.  KDWhta""-  ■"»">  "»«"•   »«  Common! 

(1808).    Royal  32mo,  cloth,  gilt  euifce/;.  ^. 
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Waller  (S.  E.).— Sebastiani's  Secret.      With  Nine  full-page  Illus- 

trations  by  the  Author.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Walton  and   Cotton's   Complete    Angler ;    or,   The   Contemplative 

Man's  Recreation,  by  IZAAK  WALTON  ;  and  Instructions  How  to  Angle,  for  a  Trout  or  Grayling  in  a 
clear  Stream,  by  CHARLES  COTTON.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  Harris  NICOLAS,  and  61 
Illustration^.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  js.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 

M.  ROS5ETTI.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6s. 

Ward  (Herbert),  Books  by. 

Five  Years  with  the  Congo  Cannibals.    With  92  Illustrations.    Royal  8vo,  cloth,  14J. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.    AVith.  Map.    Post  8vo,  it.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Warman  (Cy). — The  Express   Messenger,  and  other  Tales  of  the 

Rail.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Warner  (Charles  Dudley).— A  Roundabout  Journey.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures 

and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.    2J. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.    A  Facsimile,  including  Queen  Elizabeth's  Signa- 
ture and  the  Great  Seal.     2s. 

Washington's  (George)  Rules  of   Civility  Traced  to  their  Sources 

and  Restored  by  MONCURE  D.  Conway.     Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  is.  6d. 

Wassermann    (Lillias)    and    Aaron  Watson. — The    Marquis  of 

Carabas.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  qs. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the,  with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope. 

By  F.  W.  CORY.     With  Ten  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Westall  (William),  Novels  by. 

Trust-Money.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2x. ;  cloth,  _f.  6rf. 

Sons  Of  Belial.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  v.  6d. 

With  the  Red  Eagle:  A  Romance  of  the  Tyrol.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

A  Woman  Tempted  Him.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Westbury   (Atha).— The  Shadow  of   Hilton  Fernbrook:   A  Ro- 

mance  of  Maoriland.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

White  (Gilbert).— The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.      Post  8vo, 

printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  is. 

Williams  (W-  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.),  Works  by. 

Science  In  Short  Chapters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2J.  6rf. 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Chemistry  of  Iron  and  Steel  Making.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs. 

A  Yindication  of  Phrenology.    With  Portrait  and  43  Illusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

Williamson  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A  Child  Widow.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
Wills  (C.  J.),  Novels  by. 

An  Easy-going  Fellow.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6tf. 
His  Dead  Past.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.),  Works  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  259  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ii. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ■zs.  id. 

Iieisure-Time  Studies.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  is 

Btudies  in  Life  and  Sense.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Common  Accidents:  How  to  Treat  Them.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.&ct. 

Glimpses  of  Nature.    With  35  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  id. 

Winter  (John  Strange),  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 

2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  ?s,  6d.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.  \     Regimental  Legends. 

Cavalry  Life  and  Regimental  Legends.  Library  Edition,  set  In  new  type  and  hand- 
somely bound.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

A  Soldier's  Children.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  THOMSON  and  E.  Stuart  Hardy.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

Wissmann     (Hermann    von).  —  My    Second    Journey    through 

Equatorial  Africa.    With  qz  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.  cloth,  16s. 
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Woolley  (Celia  Parker).— Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  and  The- 

ology.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. ;  .cloth,  gj.  6d. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and 
Painting.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Faikholt,  F.S.A.  


Wynman  (Margaret). — My  Flirtations. 

J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs. 


With  13  Illustrations  by 


Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Land  at  Last. I        The  Forlorn  Hope. I        Castaway. 


Zangwill  (I.).  —  Ghetto  Tragedies. 

A.  S.  BOYD.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  25.  net. 


With   Three   Illustrations   by 


'ZZ.'  (Louis  Zangwill).— A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle.    Cr. 

Svo,  cloth,  35.  6ct. ^ ^^^^^ 

Zola  (Emile),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons.    Edited  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly.  [Shortly. 

The  Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression.    Edited  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly.  [Shortly. 

His  Excellency  Eugene  Kougon).    With  an  Introduction  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

The  Dram-Shop  (L'Assommoir).    With  Introduction  by  E.  a.  Vizetelly. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

Money.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

The  Downfall.    Translated  by  E.  A.  VIZETELLY. 

The  Dream.     Translated  by  ELIZA  CHASE.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  JEANNIOT. 

Doctor  Pascal.    Translated  by  E.  A.  VIZETELLY.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Lourdes.     Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

Rome.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

Paris.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

SOME    BOOKS   CLASSIFIED    IN   SERIES. 

***  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-26. 
The   Mayfaif   Library.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6rf.  per  Volume. 


A  Journey  Round  My  Koom.  By  X.  de  Maistre. 

Translated  by  Sir  HENRY  ATTWELL 
Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  'The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised  :  Abridgment  of  BURTON. 
'Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Three  Series. 
Bongs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- Table.  By  Oliver 

Wendell  holmes. 
Pencil  and  Palette.     By  R.  KEMPT. 
Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood.  ____ 


Theatrical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood, 
Witch  Stories.    By  H.  Lynn  Linton, 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.    By  R.  MACGREGOR. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    By  XV.  H.  MallocK. 
The  New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-saddled.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Edited  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A.  PAGE. 
Puniana.     By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEY. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  William  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book.    By  Dr. 
Andrew  Wilson. 


The  Golden   Library.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25.  per  Volume. 


Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 
Songs  for  Sailors.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Necromancers.     By  W.  Codwin. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 
Scenes  of  Country  Life.     By  Edward  JESSE. 
Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner.    By  Leigh  Hunt. 


The    Autocrat    of    the   Breakfast    Table.      By 

OLIVER  WENDELL   HOLMES. 
La  Mort  d' Arthur :    Selections  from  MALLORY. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 
Maxims  and  Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


Handy  Novels. 


The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.    By  A.  St.  Aubyn. 
Modest  Little  Sara.    By  Alan  St.  Aubyn. 
Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.    M.  E.  Coleridge, 
Taken  from  the  Enemy.     By  H.  Newbolt. 


Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d,  each. 
A  Lost  Soul.     By  W.  L.  ALDEN. 
Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.    By  Grant  Allen 
Monte  Carlo  Stories.    By  Joan  Barrett. 
Black  Spirits  and  White.    By  R.  A.  Cram. 


My     Library.       Printed  on  laid  paper, 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  Shakspeare.    I  ' 

By  W.  S.  LANDOK. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin.  ' 


post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Christie  Johnstone.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Peg  Wofimgton.     By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


The  Pocket  Library.   Post8vo,pri 

The  Essays  of  Ella.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  iniTstrnicd  by  G.  Ci-'UiKSHANK. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    By  Thomas  Hood. 
The  Barber's  Chair,    By  Douglas  Terrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean,'  &fe.    By  Thomas  mcmj're. 
L'eieh  Hunt's  Essavs.    Edited  Lv  E.  Ollieri 


nted  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2s.  each. 
Whites  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
GuBiver'B  Travels,  &c.    By  Dean  Swift. 
Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    By  Jacob  Larwood, 
Thomson's  Seasons.    Illustrated. 
AutocratoftheBreakfast-Tableand  The  Professor 

b   at  the  Breakfast-Tahlfi.      Rv  O    W    Hot  »fcc 
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Library  Editions  of  NoVELS.tuany  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

A  Life  Interest  |  Mona's  Choice  1  By  Woman's  Wit 

By  F.  M.  ALLEN. 
Green  as  Grass. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  FowyBland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 


Philistia. 

Strange  Stories. 

Babylon. 

For  Maircie's  Sake, 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

The  Devils  Die. 

This  Mortal  Coil. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 

By  MARY  ANDERSON. 
Othello's  Occupation. 

By  EDWIN   L.  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician.    |  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  ROBERT   BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.         1  A  Woman  Intervenes. 
From  Whose  Bourne.       j  Revenge  1 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 
The  Harding  Scandal.      |     A  Missing  Witness. 

By    'BELLE.' 
Vashti  and  Esther. 
By  SirW.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 


Re  ady  -  Mone  y  Mortiboy . 
My  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lacraft. 
In  Trafalgar's  Eay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER   BESANT. 


All   Sorts   and    Condi 

tions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
The  World  Went  Very 

Well  Then. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 

By  AMBROSE   BIERCE. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life, 

By  PAUL  BOURGET. 
A  Living  Lie. 

By   ROBERT  BUCHANAN 


The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorei  of  Lyonesse. 
S.Katherine's  bv  Tower 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Beyond   the  Dreams  or 

Avarice. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 
The  City  of  Refuge. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Martyrdom  of  Madeline 
Love  Me  for  Ever, 
Annan  Water. 
Foxglove  Manor. 


The  New  Abe  ard. 
Matt.   I    Ra  hel  Dene. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 
Lady  Kilpatrich. 


ROB.  BUCHANAN  &  HY.   MURRAY 

The  Charlatan. 

By  J.  MITCHELL  CHAPPLE. 
The  Minor  Chord. 

By   HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  |  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  ANNE   COATES. 
RIe's  Diary. 

By  WILKIE   COLLINS 


Armadale.  I  AfterDark. 
No  Name.    |  Antonina 
Basil.    I  Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret, 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mr3.  7 
The  New  Magdal 
The  Frozen  Deep 


The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science.    '  §1 


By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Transmigration.  1  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  it  Scholar.         night. 
The  Village  Comedy.        |  You  Play  me  False. 

By  MACLAREN   COBBAN. 
The  Red  Sultan.  |  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  E.   H.  COOPER. 

Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIL  COTES. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EOBERT  CRADDOCK. 

Hi3  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT  and  others. 
Tales  of  Our  Coast. 


CROKER. 

The  Real  Lady  Hi'da. 

Married  or  Single  7 

Two  Masters. 

In  theKHgdoin  of  Kerry 

Interference. 

A  Third  Person, 


By  B.  M. 

Diana  Barrington. 
Proper  Pride. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 
'To  Let.'    I  Mr.  Jervis. 
Village  Tales  &  Jungle 
Tragedies. 

By  WILLIAM   CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist  ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  H.  COLEMAN   DAVIDSON. 
Mr.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By  ERASMUS   DAWSON. 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES   DE   MILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By.  J.   LEITH   DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  .Lovers. 

By  DICK   DONOVAN. 
Tracked  to  Doom.  j  The  Mystery  of  Jamaica 

Man  from  Manchester.  |      Terrace. 
The  Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch. 

By  RICHARD  DOWLINQ. 
Old  Coreoran's  Money. 

By  A.  CONAN   DOYLE. 
The  Firm  of  Gird'cstone. 

By  S.   JEANNETTE   DUNCAN. 
A  Daughter  of  To-day.  |   Vernon s  Aunt. 
By  G.  A1ANVILLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.  |  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.       |  The  White  Virgin. 
By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
One  by  One.  1  Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.     Jack  Doyle's  Daughter. 
A  Real  Queen.  1 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife.      |     The  Lawton  Girl. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE   FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari.  _ 

By   PAUL  GAULOT. 
The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  I  Of  High  Degree. 

Loving  a  Dream.  |  The  Golden  Shaft. 

By   E.   GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Golden  Rock. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  Tales  from  the  Veld, 

The  Fossicker.  1 

By   E.   J.    GOODMAN. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

.  -r  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
der.  I  Eve. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  SYDNEY  QRUNDY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  OWEN   HALL. 
The  Track  of  a  Storm.    |  Jetsam. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET  HARTE. 


A    Protegee     of     Jack 

Hamlin's. 
Clarence. 
Barker's  Luck. 
Devil's  Ford,      [celslor.' 
The  Crusade  of  the  '  Ex- 
Three  Partners. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

David  Poindexter's  Dis- 
appearance. 

The    Spectre 
Camera. 

HELPS. 


of    the 


HENDERSON. 

HENTY. 

I  The  Queen's  Cup. 


A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 
Gate.  [Springs. 

A  Sappho  of  Green 
col.  Starbottle's  Client. 
Susy.  I  Sally  Dows. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's. 

Tales  of  Trail  and  Town. 
By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE 
Garth.  T...i_i_T.._j.,_. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strom*, 
Dust. 
Fortune's  Fool. 

By  Sir  A 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By 

Agatha  Page. 

By  G.  A 
Rujub  the  Juggler. 
Dorothy  a  Double.  | 

By  JOHN   HILL. 
The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Dutv. 

By  Mrs.   HUNGERFORD. 
Lady  Verner's  Flight.       I  Nora  Creina. 
The  Red-House  Mystery    An  Anxious  Moment. 
The  Three  GraceB.  |  April's  Lady. 

Professor's  Experiment.  I  Peter's  Wife. 
A  Point  of  Conscience.    | 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self- Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.         |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE  HYNE. 
Honour  of  Thieves. 

By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 
Madame  Sans  Gene. 

By   HARRY  LINDSAY. 
Rhoda  Roberts. 

By  HENRY  VV.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Flevce. 

By   E.  LYNN   LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 
Under  which  Lord? 
'  My  Love  I '     |    lone. 
Paston  Carew. 
Bowing  the  Wind. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  Everton. 


By  justin  McCarthy. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 

The  Three  Disgraces. 

McCarthy. 


A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain, 

Cimiola 

Waterdale  Neighbours, 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

By  JUSTIN  H 
A  London  Legend.  |  The  Royal  Christopher. 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 
Heather  and  Snow.  |  Phantastes. 

By  PAUL  &  VICTOR  MARGUERITTE 
The  Disaster 

By   L.  T.  MEADE. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune.     I  The     Voice     of     the 
In  an  Iron  Grip.  |      Charmer. 

By  L.  T.  MEADE  and  CLIFFORD 
HALIFAX,  M.D. 
Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient. 

By  LEONARD   MERRICK. 
This  Stage  of  Fools.       |  Cynthia. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 
The  Gun  Runner.  I  The  Kings  ' 

The    Luck    of   Gerard    Renshaw 
Bidgeley,  1    Quest, 


By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 
Basile  the  Jester.  |  Yottng  Lochinvar. 

By   D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN, 
The  Bishops'  Bible.  I  Paul  Jones's  Alias, 

One  Traveller  Returns.  | 


Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartins  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails. 
Tales  and  Poems. 


'  Ball  Up  I ' 


By  HUME  NISBET. 


By  W,  E. 


NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann's.  "  |  Billy  Bellew. 

By  G.  OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 

The  Sorceress. 

By  OUIDA 

Held  in  Bondage.  ™ 

Strathmore, 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia.  [Gage. 

Cecil      Castlemaine  * 

Tricotrin.      |    Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanderi. 

Pascarel.      |    Bigna. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

Ariadne. 

By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES   PAYN 


Two      Little     Wooden 

In  a  Winter  City.  LShoeg 

Friendship. 

Moths.       |    Ruffino. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 

Bimbi.       |    Wanda. 

Frescoes.   |    Othmar. 

In  Maremma. 

Syrlin.        |  Guilderoj. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  Wili 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The    Mystery   of   Mir- 
Bv  Proxy.  [bridge. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walter's  Word. 

By  WILL  PAYNE. 
Jerry  the  Dreamer. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  I  Mrs.  Tregaskias. 
Christina  Chard.  | 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentin  a.  |  Foreigners.  |  Mrs.  Lancaster  8  Rival, 

By   RICHARD  PRYCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES   READE. 


Peg    Wofflngton ;     and 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Hard  Cash. 
Cloister  &  the  Hearth. 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 
The    Course    of    True 

Love  Never  Did  Run 

Smooth  ;   and  Single- 
heart  andDoubleiace. 
Autobiography     of     a 

Thief;     Jack    of    all 

Trades ;    A  Hero  and 

a  Martyr  ;    and  The 

Wandering  Heir. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  AMELIE   RIVES. 
Barbara  Derine. 

f. 
leDark. 


Love 


Love   Ma   Little, 

Me  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Foul  Play. 
Put    Yourself   in    Hii 

Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
The  Jilt,  &  otherStories  ; 
&  Good  Stories  of  Man 
and  other  Animals. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana ;     and    Biblt 

Characters. 
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My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  onWideWide  Sea. 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man  ? 
Good  Ship  'Mohock.' 
The  Convict  Ship. 
Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
The  Last  Entry. 
RUSSELL. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued, 

By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 
Ronnd  the  Qalley  Fire. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
On  the  Foksle  Head. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
Mysteryof  'Ocean  Star' 
The  Romance  of  Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

By   DORA 
A  Conntry  Sweetheart.  I  The  Drift  of  Fate. 
By  HERBERT  RUSSELL. 
True  Blue. 

By  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 
A  Levantine  Family. 

By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 
Dr.  Endfcott's  Experiment. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence.  I  The  Outsider. 
The  Master  of  Rathkelly.     Beatrice  &  Benedick. 
Long  Odds.  A  Racing  Rubber. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.       I  A  Minion  of  the  Moon. 
The  Grey  Monk.  The  Secret  of  Wyvern 

Tue  Master  of  Trenance  |     Towers. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 


In  Face  of  the  World. 

Orchard  Damerel. 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.Benedict's, 
To  his  Own  Master. 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD. 
Doris  and  I. 

By  RICCARDO  STEPHENS. 
The  Cruciform  Mark. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
The  Suicide  Club. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Frond  Maisie.                   |  The  Violin-Player. 
By  ANTHONY    TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now.  I  Scarborough's  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.              |  The  Land-Leaguei-a 
By   FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like   Ships   upon  the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 


Pudd'nhead  Wilson. 

The  Oilded  Age. 
Prince  and  the  Paurer. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Adventures    of 

Huckleberry  Finn. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
Stolen  White  Elephant. 
£1,000,000  Banknote. 


By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

Mark  Twain'!    Choice   Tom  Sawyer,  Detective. 

Works.  --....      . 

Mark    Twain's  Library 

of  Humour. 
The  Innocents  Abroad. 
Roughing  It ;   and  The 

Innocents  at  Home. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
TheAmerican  Claimant. 
AdventuresTomSawyer 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 

By  C.   C.   FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

Lady  Bell.  |  The  Macdonald  Lass. 

Buried  Diamonds.  The  Witch- Wife. 

The  Blackhall  Ghosts.    | 

By  ALLEN   UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen  |  The  Prince  of  Balklstan. 

By  E.  A.  V1ZETELLY. 

The  Scorpion  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

By  CY   WARMAN. 

The  Express  Messenger, 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

Sons  of  Belial. 

By  ATHA   WESTBURY. 

The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook. 

By  C.  J.  WILLS. 
An  Easy-going  Fellow. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life  and  Regimental  Legends. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 

By  MARGARET  WYNMAN. 
My  Flirtations. 

By  E.   ZOLA. 
The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 
The  Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression. 


The  Downfall, 

The  Dream. 

Dr.  Pascal. 

Money.      |     Lonrdeg. 

By  'Z  Z.' 
A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle. 


The  Fat  and  the  Thin. 
His  Excellency. 
The  Dram-Shop. 
Rome.         I     Paris. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carx  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow?  I  A  Life  Interest. 
Blind  Fate.  Mona's  Choice. 

Valerie's  Fate.  |  By  Woman's  Wit. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Philistia.     I     Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal.         [piece- 
Ivan    Greet's    Master. 
The  Scallywag. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 

By   E.   LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

BY   FRANK  BARRETT. 

Fettered  for  Life.  |  A  Prodigal's  Progress. 

Little  Lady  Linton.  Found  Guilty. 

Between  Life  4  Death.    I  A  RecoilintrVenceaiin* 

Bin  of  Olga  Za.^» -~*  —.„-»,.-—     - 

Folly  Morrisoi 

Lieut.  Barnabt...  •  -■« —  ■-.--- —■  ■"■"*•  -^ 

Honest  Dart*. 


By  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley  Grange. 
By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 


Ready- Money  Mortlboy 
My  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Cella's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 


All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Herr  Paulus. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Call  Her  Mine 


The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
B.Katherine  s  by  Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Beyond  the  Dreams  of 

Avarice. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 
In  Deacons  Orders. 


By  AMBROSE   B1ERCE. 

La  the  Midst  of  Life. 


Camp  N01 
Savage  Life, 


By   FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

»tes. 


BY   BRET   HARTE. 


srnian  Stories. 
L3l  Conroy. 
:  of  Roaring  Camp. 
*«t*r«M  of  Red  Dog. 


Chronicles  of  No  man's 
Land. 


Flip.  I    Maroja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras, 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
Ward  of  Golden  Gat*, 
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BUCHANAN. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
The  New  Abelard. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
Rachel  Dens.    |     Matt. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  HAROLD   BRYDGES. 

Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By   ROBERT 

Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature, 
God  and  the  Man. 
love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
AnBaa  Water. 

By  BUCHANAN  and  MURRAY. 

Tte  Charlatan. 

By   HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime,  j  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Eagar.  j 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince.' 

By   HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 

The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 

Tor  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CUVE. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 

The  Bar  Sinister. 

By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 


Sweet  Anne  Page, 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Mid 

night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

By   WILKIE   COLLINS 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'  I  Say  No  I ' 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain, 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale.  |  AfterDark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Bide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  7 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By   DUTTON   COOK. 

Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 
By  MATT  CRIM. 

The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

B.  M.  CROKER. 

Village  Tales  and  Jungle 

Tragedies. 
Two  Masters. 
Mr.  Jervis. 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single  ? 

CYPLES. 


By 

Pretty  Miss  Neville, 

Diana  Barrington. 

'To  Let.' 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Proper  Pride. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

By  w. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON. 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.    LEITH   DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears,       |  Circe's  Lovers, 


By   DICK  DONOVAN. 


In  the  Grip  of  the  Law 
From  Information  Re- 
ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Bark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  1 
Wanted  I 
Who    Poisoned    Hetty 

Duncan  7 
Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs  

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 
The  Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.        |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON 

Rosy. 

By  G.  MANV1LLE  FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lilv. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.        |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Bella  Donna.  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Never  Forgotten.  Seventy  -  five    Brooke 

Polly.  Street. 

Fatal  Zero.  The  Lady  of  Brantome 

By  P.  FITZGERALD  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

By  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 

Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R. 

Olympia. 
One  by  One. 


E.  FRANCILLON. 

King  or  Knave? 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
Ropes  of  Sand. 
A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

FREDERIC 

The  Lawton  Girl. 


A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua. 

By   HAROLD 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife.    | 
Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 

Fandurang  Hari. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 

A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  World  Say  7 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

The  Dead  Heart. 


Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Deiight. 
Blood-Money. 


By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.       |  The     Wizard    of    the 
James  Duke.  j      Mountain. 

By  ERNEST  GLANVILLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  | 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING   GOULD. 

Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  HENRY  GREVILLE. 

A  Noble  woman.  |  Nikanor. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 

Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  JOHN   HABBERTON. 

Brueton's  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 

Every-day  Papers. 

Rv    THOMAS    HABIW- 


iil»uj,   in  at.  martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera. 


Garth, 

Ellice  Que  11  tin. 
Fortune's  Fool. 
Miss  Cadogna. 
Sebastian  Strome, 
Dust. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY. 

Rujub  the  Juggler. 

By  HENRY  HERMAN. 

A  Leading  Lady. 

By   HEADON   HILL. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN   HILL. 

Treason  Felony. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lovers  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 


The  Three  Graces 
Unsatisfactory  Lover. 
Lady  Patty. 
Nora  Creina. 
The  Processor's  Experi- 
ment. 


A  Maiden  all  Forlorn, 

In  Durance  Vile. 

Marvel. 

A  Mental  Struggle. 

A  Modern  Circe. 

Lady  Vomer's  Flight 

The  Red  House  Mystei  y 

By   Mrs.  ALFRED   HUNT. 

Thornicroft's  Model.       j  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.         |  The  Leaden  Casket, 

By  WM.  JAMESON. 

My  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  |  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK   KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.  I  Passion's  Slave. 

The  Wearing  of   the     Bell  Barry. 
Green.'  1 

By  EDMOND  LEPELLETiER. 

Madame  Sans-Gene. 

By  JOHN  LEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN   LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord? 

Paston  Carew. 

'  My  Love  1 ' 

lone. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dunda3. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  Everton. 


By  HENRY  W.   LUCY. 

Gideo  Fleyce. 

By  justin  McCarthy. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Camiola. 

By  HUGH  MACCOLL. 
Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AGNES  MACDONELL. 

Quaker  CouEins. 
By   KATHARINE   S.  MACQUOIU 

The  Evil  Eye.  j  Lost  Rose. 

By   W.  H.  MALLOCK. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nine-  |  The  New  Republic, 
teentn  Cent 


By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

By   BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By   LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Won-  I  From  the  Bosom  of  the 

derful.  Deep. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  | 

By   D.  CHRISTIE   MURRAY. 


A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martins  Little  Girl 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias.  | 

By   HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff.  |  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

By   HUME   NISBET. 

'  Bail  Up ! '  I  Dr.Bernard  St. Vincent. 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann's. 

By  ALICE   O'HANLON. 

The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance?  or  Fate  7 

By  GEORGES   OHNET. 

Dr.  Rameau.  j  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love.  1 

By   Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies.  I  The  Greatest  Heiress  in 

The  Primrose  Path.         |     England. 

By    Mrs.   ROBERT  O'REILLY. 

Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine  sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine, 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine, 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 


Two  Lit.  Wooden  Shoes. 

Moths. 
Bimbi. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Wanda. 
Othmar 
Frescoes. 
In  Marenima. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 
Ouida's   Wisdom,    Wit, 
and  Pathos. 


By   MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL, 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By   EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By   Mrs.  CAMPBELL   PRAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Outlaw  anjd  Lawmaker. 

Christina  Chard.  [  Mrs.  Tregasxlss. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  |  Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

The  Foreigners.  |  Gerald. 

.   By.  RICHARD   PRYCE. 

Maxwell's  Affections, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  JAMES   PAYN. 


Bentlnck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  CHyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter  s  Word 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories, 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Storie3. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
Some  Private  Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The    Mystery  of   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 


By  CHARLES   READE. 


It  is  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put     Yourself    in    His 

Place 
Love  Me    Little,   Love 

Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  Jilt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 

By  Mrs.  J. 
Weird  Stories. 
Fairv  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's 

Garden  Party. 

By  AMELIE    RIVES. 
Barbara  Dering. 

By   F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange.        I  The  Woman  in  the  Dark 
The  Hands  of  Justice.      | 

By  JAMES   RUNC1MAN. 
Bkippers  and  Shellbacks.  |  Schools  and  Scholars. 
Grace  Balmaign  s  Sweetheart. 

By    W.  CLARK    RUSSELL. 


A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Double- 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Man  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret, 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

H.   RIDDELL. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 
Ihe  Mystery  in  Palace 

Gardeos. 
The  Nun's  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book   for  the  Ham- 
mock. 

The    Mystery    of    the 
'  Ocean  Star.' 

The  Romance  of  Jenny 
Harlowe. 

By  DORA    RUSSELL. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. 
By  GEORGE   AUGUSTUS  SALA, 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  GEORGE    R.  SIMS. 


An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
The    Good    Ship     '  Mo- 
hock.' 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man. 
Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Convict  Ship. 


Zeph. 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
The  10  Commandments. 
Dagonet  Abroad. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 


The  Ring  o  Bells. 
Mary  Jane  s  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To  day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkle  top  a  Crime. 
My  Two  Wives. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By   HAWLEY   SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence.  I  The  Plunger. 
Beatrice  and  Benedick.       Long  Odds. 
The  Master  of  Rathkelly.  | 


By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron 

Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 
Hoodwinked. 
By  Devious  Ways. 

By  ALAN  ST 


Back  to  Life. 
The  LoudwaterTragedy. 
Burgo  s  Romance. 
Quittance  in  Full. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea 
AUBYN. 


Orchard  Damerel 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.Benedict's 
To  His  Own  Master. 

By   R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By    R.  LOUIS   STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 

By   BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  I  The  Violin  Player. 

Proud  Maisie.  | 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines.    |  Old  Stories  Retold. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By   F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 
Like    Ships    upon    the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE 


Frau  Frohmann. 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
John  Caldigate. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 


The  Land- Leaguers. 
The  American  Senator. 
Mr.     Scarborough's 

Family. 
GoldenLion  of  Granpera 


By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN 


A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 

Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
MarkTwain  s  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
Stolen  White  Elephant. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH   TYTLER 


Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Prince    and    toe 

Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
The     £1,000,000    Bank- 

Note. 


The  Huguenot  Fami'y. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 
What  SheCameThrough 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 


The  Bride's  Pass. 
Buried  Diamonds, 
St.  Mungo's  City. 
Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

By  ALLEN   UPWARD. 
The  Queen  against  Owen.  |  Prince  of  Balkistan. 
'God  Save  the  Queen  I' 

By  AARON  WATSON  and  LILLIAS 
WASSERMANN. 

The  Marquis  of  Carabas. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

Trust- Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

By   H.  F.  WOOD. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong  ;  or,  Love  and  Theology. 

By  EDMUND  YATES. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  I  Castaway. 

Land  at  Last.  I 

By  I.  ZANGWIIX. 
Ghetto  Tragedies. 


OGDEN,   SMALE   AND   CZ, 


E.q. 


ESTABLISHED   1851. 


BIRKBECK    BANK, 

Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  London,  W.C. 


INVESTED  FUNDS 


£10,000,000 


Number  of  Accounts,   79,497 

TWO-AND-A-HALF  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on  DEPOSITS, 
repayable  on  demand. 

TWO  per  CENT,   on  CURRENT   ACCOUNTS,   on    the    minimum 
monthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  below  £vx>. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold  for  customers. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

Small  Deposits  received,  and  Interest  allowed  monthly  on 
each  completed  £i. 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  post  free. 

Telephone  No.  5  Holborn.  Telegraphic  Address :  "  BIRKBECK,  LONDON." 

FRANCIS    RAVENSCROFT,   Manager. 


OSBORNE,  BAUER  &  CHEESEMAjTS  CELEBIgSi|AlmES 


THE    HOT    WEATHER. 

An  elegant  Preparation  for  Improving  the 
Skin  and  keeping  it  Cool  and  Refreshed, 

Agreeable  for  allaying1  Irritation  caused  by 
Heat,  CHAFING  through  Exertion  or  Expo- 
sure  to  the   Sun,  at    SEASIDE,    FISHING, 

Cricket,  Tennis.  Cycling,  Riding 
and  ROWING,  Prickly  Heat,  Sun  Blisters, 
*c.,  arresting-  Gnat,  Mosquito,  and  Insect 
Bite  Irritations.  Metallic  Tubes,  Is.  (post 
free,  12  Stamps),  of  Sole  Proprietors. 


"BABY'S    SOAP" 

"THE   ORIGINAL." 

REG. 

A  superior  Mild  Soap  for  Babies, 

Children  and  Adults  with 

Tender  Skin. 

Has  stood  the  test  of  30 years. 

Invaluable  in  the  Nursery.  Delicately  per- 
fumed with  the  fragrance  of  Violets.  Floats  in 
Bath.    Post  free  6  stamps  of  Sole  Proprietors. 


"THE    INCOMPARABLE 

SMELLING   SALTS" 

As  suppiied'to  the  Queen. 
Invaluable  in  Hot  Assemblies. 

ALWAYS  REFRESHING. 

Of  great  Yalue  in  the  Sick  Room. 

The  best  companion  at  Church,  Chapel,  Ball, 
Theatre,  &r  any  heated  Assembly, 
Bottles,  9d.,  Is.,  Is.  6d.  and  2s.    Post 
free  (for  stamps)  from  the  Sole  Proprietors. 


BAUER'S 
"HEAD  (&  BATH)  SOAP" 

A  SHAMPOO  AT  HOME. 

Cleanses,  Strengthens  and  promotes  Growth 

Of  Hair,  removes  Scurf  and  produces 

healthy  action  of  Skin, 

A  Superior 

BATH  AND    SHAVING    SOAP. 

6d.  Tablets  post  free  (for  stamps)  of  Sole 

Proprietors. 


OSBOk 

s< 

IP. 


Sold  by  all  Chemists,  Perfumers  and  Stores.    Prepared  only  by 

«»:..       .j«.ir"      «*"      r.^wiUCpiUAM       PERFUMERS     TO 
,Jl*,n%.t\.\-\,  THE    QUEEN. 

■'  Feet,  "Glymiel  Soap,"  &c. 

STREET,    LONDON,  w. 


THE  CITY  BANK,  Limited, 

LONDON. 

SUBSCRIBED  CAPITAL  (100,000  Shares  of  £40  each), 

£4,000,000. 

PAID-UP  CAPITAL  (£10  on  100,000  Shares),  £1,000,000. 

RESERVED  FUND       £500,000. 

DIRECTORS. 


John  Corry,  Esq. 

J.  Howard  Gwyther,  Esq. 

Thomas  Morgan  Harvey,  Esq. 

Henry  Holmes,  Esq. 

Isaac  Hoyle,  Esq. 

Samuel  Joshua,  Esq. 


Alex.  Lawrie,  Esq. 
Emile  Levita,  Esq. 
Sir       Thomas        Sutherland, 

G.C.M.G.,  M.P. 
James  E.  Vanner,  Esq. 


EASTCHEAP 
STREATHAM  HILL 
CROYDON 


Head  Office  (Corner  of  Finch  Lane)  ;  THREADNEEDLE  ST. 

David  G,  H.  Pollock  and  Lewis  S.  M.  Munro,  Joint  General  Managers. 

Henry  W.  Smart,  Assistant  Manager. 

BRANCHES. 

BOND  STREET      ..        .  .34,  Old  Bond  Street        .  .Edward  G.  Mullins,  Manager. 
TOTTENHAM  COURT  RD.  1 59  and    160,   Tottenham 

Court  Road        ..         .  .Fredk.  W.  Burton,  „ 
LUDGATE  HILL    ..        ..45  and  47,  Ludgate  Hill  .  .George  B.  Browne, 

PADDINGTON        ..        ..219  &  221,  Edgware  Road  Percy  Chipper,  „ 

KNIGHTSBK.IDGE..        ..6,  Sloane  Street    ..        .  .Richard  S.  Fennings,  „ 

ALDGATE 94,  Fenchurch  Street      ..Alfred  Jaques,  „ 

HOLBORN 34,  Holborn  Viaduct       ..Wm.  H.  Nicholls, 

OLD  STREET         ..        .  .93,  Great  Eastern  Street   Wm.  J.  Clilverd, 

QUEEN  VICTORIA  ST.  ..71a,  Queen  Victoria  St.  ..Wm.  H.  Hillman,  „ 

FORE  STREET       ..         .  .100  and  101,  Fore  Street.  .Thomas  Reed,  „ 

SHAFTESBURY  AVENOE138,  Shaftesbury  Avenue  I.  W.  Stubberfield,  „ 

BEDFORD  ROW    ..        .  .44,  Theobald's  Road       ..Wm.  B.  Harrison,  „ 
OLD  KENT  ROAD..         . .280,  Old  Kent  Road         ..Henry  Tipper, 

OXFORD  STREET..        . .106,  Oxford  Street  ..Tames  F.  Gomme,  „ 

.  .20,  Eastcheap        ..        .  .Joseph  S.  Bevington,  „ 

..103,  Streatham  Hill        ..Richard  M.  Heald,  „ 

..North  End Thomas  Wood,  „ 

RICHMOND 21,  Hill  Street       ..        ..Fredk.  G.  Latham,  „ 

BISHOPSGATE       ..         ..140  &  141,  Bishopsgate  St.  Alfred  M.  Martin,  „ 
Secretary — Henry  W.  Lamb. 

Current  Accounts  are  kept  in  conformity  with  the  practice  of  London  Bankers. 
In  cases  where  a  remunerative  Balance  is  not  maintained,  a  charge  for  Commission 
is  made.  Parties  keeping  Current  Accounts  have  the  facility  of  having  approved 
Bills  discounted  ;  of  obtaining  Loans  upon  negotiable  Securities  ;  of  depositing  Bills, 
Coupons,  &c,  for  collection ;  and  of  lodging  with  the  Bank  Deeds  and  other  valuable 
property  111  the  Fii  eproof  Strong  Rooms  for  safe  custody. 

Deposit  Accounts.— Money,  in  amounts  oi £10  and  upwards,  is  received  from 
the  public  generally,  subject  to  7  days'  notice  of  withdrawal,  and  Interest  is  allowed 
thereon  at  che  current  rate  of  the  day  ;  the  Bank  notifying  any  change  in  the  rate  of 
Interest  by  Advertisement  in  one  or  more  of  the  leading  London  newspapers.  Ic  the 
money  be  withdrawn  within  a  fortnight  no  Interest  is  allowed.  Persons  having 
Current  Accounts  can  transfer  any  portion  of  their  Credit  Balance  to  Deposit  Account. 
The  Agency  of  Country  and  Foreign  Banks,  whether  Joint  Stock  or  Private,  is 
undertaken  by  the  Bank.  Letters  of  Credit,  payable  at  any  of  the  chief  Commer- . 
cial  Towns  and  Cities  of  the  World,  are  granted  ;  also  Mercantile  and  Marginal 
Credits.  Circular  Notes  are  issued  by  the  Bank,  addressed  to  all,  and  payable  at 
any  of  the  places  on  the  Continent  where  the  Bank  has  an  appointed  Correspondent. 
Dividends,  &c,  on  Government  and  other  Stocks,  Annuities,  Pensions,  &c,  are  re- 
ceived  for  customers  of  the  Bank  without  charge ;  the  purchase  and  sale  ot  Stocks, 
Shares  and  Securities  are  also  undertaken  :  and  every  description  of  Banking  busi- 
ness is  transacted.    The  Oflk  ;. .  :■. disclosa 

the  transactions  of  any  of  its 


OETZMANN  &  CO. 

62,  64,  67,  69,  71,  73,  75,  77  &  79, 

HAMPSTEAD    ROAD,    W. 

(Continuation  North  of  Tottenham  Court  Road.) 

61,  GRAFTON  STREET,  DUBLIN.  75,  UNION  STREET,  RYDE. 

For  Conditions  upon  which  Goods  are  sent  Carriage  paid 
please  see 

ILLUSTRATED  GUIDE  TO  HOUSE  FURNISHING. 

CONTENTS:— 

C0MSeSS   F°R   FURN'^'N«  AT  £120  and  £250,  with 

"N0'«     FURNITURE>"   *y   M.   F.    FRITH)   late  of   the  Lcdfs 
ARTICLES  ON  ARTISTIC  FURNISHING,  reprinted  from  The  Lady. 

.,™page*and"early  3-°°°  Illustrations,  with  description  and  price  of  every 
«™  required  m  Complete  House  Furnishing.  J       ^ 

Gratis  and  post  free. 

Edition  de  Luxe,  bound  in  cloth,  15.  6d. ;  or  bound  in  leather, 

2S.  6d.,  post  free. 

ALL 

CARPETS  ^ 

MADE    UP 

FREE 

OF 

CHARGE. 


TABLE,  of  handsome  carved  black 
=,ather  and  the  upper  portion  fitted  with 
inures  5  feet  long,  price  £7  15s. 


ea  rs ' 


■  > 


By  permission  of  the  Proprietors  of  "PUNCH." 

11  Two  years  ago  I  used  your 
>oap,  since  when  I  have  used  no 
other." 

Punch,   April  26th,  1884. 

EDMUND  EVANS,  ENOWVER  AND  PR.NTER.  RACQUET  COURT.  FLEET  STREET.  LONDON.  E.C. 


